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ARPER’S YOUNG PEOPLE. 
AN ILLUSTRATED WEEKLY—16 PaGEs. 


No. 90 of HARPER'S YOUNG PEOPLK, issued Fuly 19, contains an 
interesting article by BENSON J. LOSSING, on FLORA MACDONALD 
in North Carolina, with a striking illustration; an illustrated 
article on the wonders of Coney Island ; the continuation of “ The 
Cruise of the‘ Ghost” ; several short stories, and other attractive 
Jeatures. 


S we write, it seems probable that the President 
A will recover. His convalescence may be long 
and wearisome, but his vigorous constitution and his 
cheerful temperament and strong will promise to re- 
store him to his family and to his country. Should 
this happy anticipation be fulfilled, he will emerge 
from his sick-chamber with as great power and op- 
portunity for wise action as were ever given to a 
President. Human nature and the nature of pol- 
itics and the science of government have not been 
changed, indeed, by the immense misfortune with 
which the country has been threatened. But much 
has been changed, much is now distinctly seen and 
admitted which has been hitherto doubted or denied. 
The President is a man of too great insight and ability 
not to comprehend clearly and justly to estimate the 
significance of the attack upon him, and the opportu- 
nity offered him by the universal affection and confi- 
dence which it has revealed. He is sure to feel a 
kind of consecration in the immense affection for 
him which has been universally expressed. He can 
now be President in a much larger sense than that of 
chief of a party. The best sentiment of all parties, 
the instinctive declaration of the press both in Amer- 
ica and Europe, is that the attempted assassination is 
the logical result of the spoils system. The Vice- 
President had made himself a party to a ferocious 
factional quarrel with the President about patronage. 
But the Vice-President becomes absolute master of 
the patronage in the event of the President’s death. 
A reckless and excitable office-seeker, therefore, de- 
spairing of an office under the President, sees a pos- 
sible chance for it should the Vice-President succeed 
to the Presidency, and he tries to secure his succes- 
sion by murdering the President. 

This is the significance of the attempted assassina- 
tion. GUITEAU may be.a man of what is called un- 
balanced mind. But nothing shows him to be a 
maniac. If he were afflicted with homicidal insan- 
ity, it was not a general disposition to murder some- 
body. There was perfect method in the madness, 
and it is useless to brush the matter aside as an attack 
that might have been made upon anybody. Mr. Ar- 
THUR’s reported horror and consternation at the event 
we can well believe, for he is an amiable man, and he 
saw at once that should he succeed to the seat of a 
murdered President, it was in pursuance of the dis- 
tinct and declared intent of the assassin. It was a 
succession from which he would recoil with much 
more than the ordinary horror at a great crime, for it 
Was a crime which, under the circumstances, and 
without any thought or act of his own, would have 
morally tainted his title. But it is not a personal in- 
terest of Mr. GARFIELD or of Mr. ARTHUR, it is a na- 
tional concern, which is to be considered. It is of 
vital national importance that a constant and power- 
ful plea with weak minds for the murder of the Pres- 
ident should be removed. A new and appalling peril 
in the spoils system is revealed. The victorious party 
in an election, as recent experience has shown, may 
be rent into fierce factions quarrelling over the spoils 
of place; and if the Vice-President makes himself an 
active agent of one of the factions, the possible conse- 
quences are before us in the ghastly event and the 
alarming possibilities of the attack upon the Presi- 
dent. Even General Grant, according to a reported 
interview, could see no other result, in the event of 
the President’s death by the shot of a disappointed 
office-secker, than the disappointment of certain other 
office-seekers. But at the time when General GRANT 

was President. if Senator Morton had denounced him 
bitterly as a liar upon a question of patronage, had 
resigned his Senatorship in a rage, and had taken a 
passive colleague with him from the Senate; if Vice- 
President CoLFAX had joined with Senator MorTON 
in lobbying and intriguing for Morton’s re-election 
to the Senate, leading a faction solely devoted to 
Morton, and more ferocious against the Administra- 
tion than against the opposition; and if then a shot 
had been fired at the President, which if fatal must 
have secured what the assassin declared that he de- 
sired, the absolute triumph of the MorTon faction, by 
putting CoLFax into the Presidency—would General 
GRANT have seen nothing more than the meaningless 
act of a madman, and the accidental disappointment 
of certain office-seekers ? 

President GARFIELD can not fail to see that it is the 
spoils system which has furiously rent the Republican 
party in New York, and which has stimulated assas- 
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sination. He can not help seeing that if the Vice- 
President chooses to join a faction produced by such 
a schism, the temptation to put all the patronage in 
his hands by crime may easily be too strong for weak 
and depraved minds. All this must be as evident to 
the President and to the cabinet as it is to the coun- 
try; and secure of the support of the conscience and 
intelligence of both parties, they will undoubtedly 
favor a practicable and reasonable reform. To this 
end two things are at once possible. The President 
and the Secretaries may refuse to remove officers 
except for legitimate reasons, and refuse to appoint 
merely to gratify any person or politician. This is 
all within the executive discretion of the President 
and the Secretaries. It is practicable at once, and the 
time is fully ripe for such action, which will be sup- 
ported by the good sense of the country. The next 
step is the recommendation which the President will 
undoubtedly make to Congress of legislation which 
will put an end to factional disputes over the spoils. 
It will not be forgotten that a bill for this very pur- 
pose, prepared with the utmost intelligence and care, 

and with the approval of those who have given most 
attention to the subject, was introduced last winter 
in the Senate by Mr. PENDLETON. The passage of 
this bill would at once inaugurate a reformed system, 

and we trust that the President and the cabinet will 

inform themselves fully of its provisions. It isdrawn 

with the conviction that the root of the evil to be re- 

formed is personal favoritism in appointment, and 

that if this be not obviated, the evil will remain. 

With this fundamental abuse corrected, tenure and 

removal may be left in great part to take care of 

themselves. The first great stage of the reform is 

now passed. Its absolute necessity is conceded, and 

the question to which every friend of reform should 
address himself is that of method. Every such friend 

will find that the PENDLETON bill offers the simplest, 
most gradual, and most effective method, and the ef- 

forts of all the reform associations should be directed 

to the passage of the bill by clear and cogent popular 
discussion of its merits and details. 








THE SUBSCRIPTION FOR MRS. GARFIELD. 


THE generous impulse to raise a subscription for 
the benefit of Mrs. GARFIELD and the family of the 
President has resulted in a very handsome contribu- 
tion. But aquestion of great importance has arisen, 
which of course did not occur to the gentlemen who, 
under the inspiration of patriotic sympathy, origina- 
ted the movement. The question is whether such a 
gift can well be received by those whom it is intend- 
ed to benefit. Ifthe President had died of his wound, 
there is no doubt whatever that the amplest provision 
would have been eagerly and gratefully made by the 
country for his family. Should he now succumb, 
there is not a person who would not desire to have 
some part in sucha provision. But should he recov- 
er, as everything seems now to promise, such a gift to 
his wife would place him under the most serious em- 
barrassment, and it is consideration for him which 
should cause the leaders of the enterprise to hesitate. 

The case is obvious, and it has been plainly stated. 
The reason of the regulation that the President shall 
receive only his salary, and that it shall not be 
changed during his official term, is not that the 
choice of corrupt Presidents is contemplated, but that 
the Chief Magistrate must be free even from suspicion 
of illicit influence. Now in the matter of income the 
President and his wife are virtually one. Money 
given to her is necessarily money for his benefit, as 
it relieves him of all care for the pecuniary welfare 
of his family. But if a poor man should be elected 
to the Presidency, and the Standard Oil Company, or 
the Pacific Railroad Company, or the Western Union 
Telegraph Company, or any great corporation, should 
present half a million of dollars to his wife, the im- 
propriety of the act would be at once and universally 
admitted. Yet if a score of individual capitalists, all 
of whom have large interests sure to be affected by 
Congressional legislation and the President’s signa- 
ture, make a similar gift, is there an essential differ- 
ence? In the ardor of party controversy, is there 
any doubt that her husband, the President, would be 
fiercely assailed, or any questiéh that the public good 
sense would wish that the fact of such a gift could 
not be alleged? The President and his friends might 
be sure of his spotless integrity, but they could not 
deny the extreme inconvenience of the position, and 
everybody will admit that he should not be placed in 
it without conclusive reasons. 

Do such reasons now exist? The President is ap- 
parently recovering, and if the prayers of a whole 
nation can avail, he will presently be restored to his 
former vigorous health. Will it be agreeable to him 
to know that a few of his fellow-citizens, from the 
purest motives, have presented a fortune to his wife? 
On the contrary, can the knowledge fail to be most 
perplexing to him? It is not enough that his official 
action will not be affected by it, but that action must 
not seem to be affected; and in order to prevent that 
appearance, he may feel himself constrained to act in 
contravention of his honest judgment. These are 
considerations which ought to be very carefully 





weighed by the humane and patriotic gentlemen who 


have moved in this matter. The salary of the Presi- 
dent is believed to be ample for the expenses of his 
official position, and there are those who hold that a 
President should receive a liberal pension upon his 
retirement. But has the time arrived when it is ne- 
cessary to provide for the family of the actual Presi- 
dent ? 





WEIGHED, AND FOUND WANTING. 


It is reported that Mr. CoNKLING and his friends 
affect to suppose that the universal condemnation of 
his course is an artifice of the newspapers, and that it 
is not the real sentiment of the people. It was neces- 
sary, of course, to put forth some such plea to furnish 
even a tolerable pretense for the stolid resistance 
which has been offered during the last five or six 
weeks to the plain desire of the people of New York. 
But the decisive vote of the Legislature, which the 
CONKLING interest elected last autumn, yet in which 
a bare third of the Republicans supported his re-elec- 
tion, was due, as he and his friends knew, to the em- 
phatic opinion of the people in the Assembly districts, 
and the adverse tone of journals which have been 
devoted to him hitherto, honestly reflecting the gen- 
eral sentiment around them. Mr. CoNKLING’s sudden 
and angry resignation, all the circumstances of which 
were known, and for which his letter was so feeble 
end futile an apology, was met instantly by the con- 
viction of nine-tenths of the citizens of New York of 
his own party that he was an unfit person to repre- 
sent the State in the Senate. The reasons of this con- 
viction are obvious. Undoubtedly he had great ex- 
perience, and there were those who thought that he 
had great ability. He had also, under the despotism 
of patronage, the control of the ‘‘ regular” action of 
the party, and he had unparalleled stubbornness. 
These things, and not great qualities or great services, 
had made and continued him a Senator. But there 
was deep dissatisfaction with him as an utterly selfish 
politician who used his position for his personal ends, 
and not for the advantage of the party. His resigna- 
tion suddenly and clearly revealed this fact to the 
State and to the country. , Mr. CoNKLING had unwit- 
tingly unmasked himself. f 

It was at once felt that a man who could do what 
he had done was unfit for the post of Senator. He 
had left New York without representation in the Sen- 
ate, he had abandoned the Senate to the Democrats, 
and he had stung to fury the difference of the party 
in this State, not because of any principle whatever, 
nor because of any advantage to be gained by the 
party, but solely from personal anger. It was a most 
childish act, and the mature man who could be guilty 
of it proved his essential unfitness for a position which 
requires, before all things, self-command, proper re- 
spect for a great official trust, and clear comprehen- 
sion of the rights of others. All these Mr. CONKLING 
contemptuously disregarded to gratify his sense of 
personal wrong. But he did more. With his acqui- 
escence, and probably by his advice, Mr. ARTHUR re- 
fused to allow a President of the Senate pro tempore 
to be elected; and thus exposed the country to the 
incalculable peril, which was pointed out at the time, 
of having but one person between the President and 
a lapse of the government. This was all done by 
Mr. ConKLING to revenge his wounded vanity. The 
country, the Republican party, the public welfare, the 
peaceful continuity of the government, were of no 
importance in his eyes compared with gratification 
of the personal hostility that he cherished for Presi- 
dent GARFIELD. He had utterly unmasked himself, 
and the country saw him as he was, not as his syco- 
phants painted him. Is it surprising that the people 
of New York felt instinctively that such a man was 
unfit to be a Senator of the United States? 

No tolerable excuse for such action has been offer- 
ed. Neither Mr. ConKLING nor his friends have al- 
leged—for they could not do so truthfully—that the 
President had in any degree whatever transcended 
his power, or that the Senate, in confirming his ac- 
tion, had done anything but something that Mr. 
ConkKLING did not wish it todo. The President had 
nominated an honest and competent man whom Mr. 
ConkKLING did not like, and the Senate had confirm- 
ed the nomination. This was the whole case. Mr. 
ConKLING’S resignation could not affect even this. It 
could remedy no wrong, if wrong had been commit- 
ted. It could produce nothing whatever but confu- 
sion and peril. The plea that a Senator should not 
be required to be a mere parasite of the President is 
as feeble as every other excuse that has been offered. 
Nobody has required or suggested such servility. A 
Senator has his vote and his voice. Let him oppose 
with them every Executive act that he condemns. 
With that his responsibility ends. Great Republic- 
an Senators in a Democratic Senate spoke and voted 
against the infamous measures of slavery. They 
were beaten, but they stood fast, and renewed the 
fight. This Republican Senator in a Republican Sen- 
ate was displeased with a Republican nomination, 
and so ran away, by his flight changing a Republic- 
an to a Democratic Senate. Why should the party 
and the people whom he betrayed for his own selfish 
pleasure send him back again? Not one reason has 





been given, for none could be. It is not the noise of 
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the newspapers only which Mr. CoNnKLING has heard. 
It is the indignant voice of Republican principle and 
American intelligence speaking the simple truth, 
‘Thou art weighed in the balances, and art found 
wanting.” 





HOW TO SECURE THE PRESIDENTIAL 
SUCCESSION. 


Tue statutes which we published last week regu- 
lating the succession to the Presidency and the cur- 
rent discussion have apprised our readers of two 
startling facts: first, that there may be, as now, only 
one life between the President and an absolute vaca- 
tion of the chief executive office; and second, that 
there is not always a Congress completely organized. 
If President GARFIELD and Vice-President ARTHUR 
were both disabled from any cause, there is no per- 
son now authorized to act as President, because there 
is no President pro tempore of the Senate, and no 
Speaker of the House of Representatives. If no ac- 
tion had been taken before their disability, there is 
no provision even for the summoning of Congress to 
organize; and, if such action had been taken, there 
might be dangerous delays before an organization 
was effected. This is a situation which might easily 
prove to be very perilous, and which evidently ought 
‘not to continue. 

The law which provides that a certain officer shall 
succeed to the Presidency under certain circumstances 
should also provide that there shall always be such 
an officer. The selection of.a temporary President 
by the Senate should not be left to the whim of the 
Vice-President, and to his willingness to prevent an 
election, because for want of such an officer the Chief 
Magistracy may become vacant. There should be, 
also, always an organized House of Representatives. 
At present an evenly divided House, like that of the 
new Congress, when electing a Speaker might be real- 
ly electing a President. These are all defects of de- 
tail in administration which are revealed by expe- 
rience, and which are easily remediable. There is 
nothing more important than a settlement of the 
Presidential succession which will put it wholly be- 
yond doubt or suspicion, and it is high time that the 
country insisted upon a careful consideration of the 
whole subject, from the method of electing the Presi- 
dent, which is dangerously imperfect, as experience 
has proved, down to the details of the succession. 

The latter subject could be arranged by a provi- 
sion which the Times urges, and which has been oft- 
en suggested, that the new Congress should meet and 
organize immediately upon the dissolution of the old. 
The law should require the election of presiding offi- 
cers in both branches, and the threefold succession to 
the chief executive position would then be always 
full. Such an assembling of Congress for legislative 
business would have the further and very great ad- 
vantage, irrespective of this provision for the Execu- 
tive succession, that it would lessen the time between 
the election of Congress and its action. One of the 
anomalies of our national legislature now is that it 
does not meet until more than a year after its elec- 
tion. This would not be tolerated in a State, but it 
is equally absurd in the Union. The trouble would 
be avoided by requiring Congress to meet on the 4th 
of March following the election of the House, for or- 

-ganization and for legislative business. 





MR. DEPEW. 


_ONE of the conspicuous figures in the New York 
Senatorial contest emerges without a stain. After a 
struggle which spared neither character, nor truth, 
nor decency, which is unprecedented for its foulness, 
and in which he was the especial mark of malice and 
factional ferocity, Mr. DEPEW stands before his fel- 
low-citizens absolutely blameless. The parasites of 
Mr. ConkKLING, who has not hesitated to appear for 
great corporations and monopolies, have busily 
raised the cry of monopoly candidate against Mr. 
DEPEW. One of them, in his place in the Assembly, 
openly charged Mr. DEPEW with systematic corrup- 
tion, but carefully abstained from any specific asser- 
tion. Spies and detectives of every kind have béen 
searching his record and shadowing his person. He 
has been present in Albany throughout the long con- 
tention, as he has been always present in recent ses- 
sions of the Legislature. But neither perjury, nor 
vindictive hate, nor the utmost ingenuity of malice, 
has been able to maintain or even to utter one sin- 
gle distinct accusation against the honorable charac- 
ter of Mr. Depew. 

It is undeniable that the reputation of the Legisla- 
ture was unsavory, and the friends of Mr. CONKLING 
have sought to show that the members of most doubt- 
ful character supported Mr. DEPEW. Of the 106 Re- 
publicans, Mr. DEPEW received the votes of 55, and 
Mr. ConKLING the votes of 35. Whether the weight 
of character was against Mr. DEPEW can easily be 
seen by those who know the members. It is enough 
that both in the Legislature and out of it Mr. ConK- 
LING’sS supporters comprise some of the most un- 
handsomely notorious ‘‘heelers” in the State. The 
attempt to connect Mr. DEPEw indirectly with bribery 
by the BrapLEy charge against Sessions ended in 





showing, not that Sgssions had attempted to bribe 
BRADLEY, but that if he had intended to bribe any 
one, he had chosen wisely. The scheme to smirch 
Mr. DEPEW ludicrously miscarried. It was treated 
with deserved scorn, and his vote rose steadily 
throughout. 

Mr. DEPEW’s withdrawal, in a frank and admirable 
letter, was an act of loyalty which the Republican 
party will not forget. It was in curious contrast 
with the refusal of Mr. ConKLING to do anything 
whatever except to occupy the position in which Mr. 
Nast recently depicted him. Unable to secure his 
own election, he has done what he could to prevent 
the election of any one else. Those who have abet- 
ted him in this utterly selfish course will not be for- 
gotten. Mr. DEpEw’s bearing throughout the con- 
test in which Mr. ConKLING’s adherents have vainly 
sought to discredit him, and his retirement from the 
canvass untouched except by calumny, have shown 
him to be an honorable gentleman, and have made 
him an exceedingly high private in the Republican 
ranks. 





NEW YORK SENATORS. 


THE large majority of the Republican members of the 
New York Legislature have selected Mr. ELBRIDGE.G. Lap- 
HAM, of Canandaigua, and Mr. WARNER MILLER, of Herki- 
mer, a8 their candidates for the vacant Senatorships. Mr. 
LAPHAM is a lawyer, and Mr. MILLER a manufacturer. Both 
gentlemen have been for some time Representatives in Con- 
gress, and they are both honest, capable men. No exception 
can be taken to them under the acknowledged usages of par- 
ty, and they would have been elected at once but for the 
determination of the small band of Conklingites to prevent 
an election. The intention of Mr. CONKLING and his band 
to do all the injury possible to the party in this State, in 
revenge for the fatal blow which he has dealt himself, has 
been long evident. It is possible that the contest may be 
ended before this paper is issued, but we should not be sur- 
prised to see the little CONKLING faction voting with the 
Democrats for an adjournment, in order to prevent the form- 
al rejection of Mr. CONKLING by the Legislature which he 
believed to be his slave. His overwhelming rejection by 
the people is already effected. 





CARLYLE UPON OLD SPAIN. 


IN his little book upon CARLYLE, which the HarRPERS 
have just published, Mr. Conway describes a capital sum- 
mary of the essential relation of Spain and the Netherlands, 
which CARLYLE oue day made in his strong way. 

“Those Dutch are a strong people. They raised their 
land out of a marsh, and went on for a long period of time 
breeding cows and making cheese, and might have gone on 
with their cows and cheese till doomsday. But Spain 
comes over and says, ‘We want yon to believe in St. Iana- 
Tius” ‘Very sorry,’ replied the Dutch, ‘but we can’t.’ 
‘God! but you must,’ says Spain; and they went about with 
guns and swords to make the Dutch believe in St. Igna- 
TIUS—never made them believe in him, but did succeed in 
breaking their own vertebral column forever, and raising 
the Dutch into a great nation.” 





COOL. 


IN a recent interview, ROBERT TOOMBS, the Captain Bob- 
adil of secession, says that as Secretary of State of the Con- 
federacy he discovered that England and France were both 
ready to recognize it, but objected to slavery. He there- 
fore asked power to issue a proclamation of emancipation, 
freeing every slave by a stroke ofthe pen. But Davis and 
the cabinet, he says, had not the courage to do it. The 
proclamation, Mr. TOOMBS says, coolly, “could have been 
for gradual emancipation, and then repudiated, as WAsH- 
INGTON did the neutrality treaty, if necessary.” 

Mr. ToomMBs’s allusion to WASHINGTON’Ss repudiation of a 
treaty is unintelligible, but his suggestion of obtaining 
recognition from Europe by a trick involving the liberty of 
some millions of human beings is characteristic of a mind 
bred in contempt of human rights. The difference between 
TooMBs’s proposition and the action of Mr. LINCOLN is that 
LINCOLN heartily believed in equal rights as the true and 
safe foundation of States, and that ToomBs did not. Mr. 
Toomss, however, thinks that it is “sheer nonsense” for 
JEFFERSON DAVIs to discuss questions which the war has 
settled. 





HARK, FROM THE TOMBS! 


IN his late work upon the rebellion, which seems to ex- 
cite very little attention, JEFFERSON Davis says: “In as- 
serting the right of secession it has not been my wish to in- 
cite to its exercise. I recognize the fact that war showed 
it to be impracticable, but this did not prove it to be wrong.” 
He implies that if we all bear in mind that it may be in- 
voked at any time, we shall live together with a forbear- 
ance which will save us from the dire consequences of the 
appeal. 

Ié was hardly worth while to tell Americans that there 
is a right of revolution, for that is what Mr. Davis’s words 
mean. Even his own statement is incorrect. If, as he as- 
serts, there be a right of secession, the late war does not 
prove it to be impracticable; it proves only that this par- 
ticular assertion of it failed. There have been many abor- 
tive revolutions, but they did not prove revolution to be 
impracticable. Si monumentum queris, circumspice. When 
the war began, and Davis and his men were crying to be 
“let alone,” they were told they were fooling themselves with 
words; thatsecession meant merely overthrow ofthe govern- 
ment, and that the overthrow of a government is revolution. 
But revolution is justifiable only when oppression is both 
intolerable and irremediable by legal and peaceful means. 
This is the elementary doctrine of the Revolution which 
achieved our independence, and all the sophistry of State 
sovereiguty and reserved rights did not confuse it in the 





public mind. It is not possible to imagine a more futile 
task than the effort to resuscitate the theory of secession. 
It is an imsult to American common-sensé’to assert that a 
national union like ours is at the mercy of a whim of Dela- 
ware or Rhode Island, and that is the substance of Davis's 
doctrine. 





PERSONAL. 


Ovr new Minister to Austria, Mr. Witt1am Watter Puetrs, had 
his official reception a few days since by the Emperor, and a very 
flattering one it was. After the customary courtly salutations, a 
long and cordial conversation in French took place, Mr. PHEtps 
speaking that language with fluency. With Mr. Paewps’s experi- 
ence of public life, his scholarly acquirements, his familiarity with 
business affairs on a large scale, his proverbial hospitality and the 
large fortune which enables him to indulge it, he can scarcely fail 
to become one ofthe most popular ministers we have had at that 
court. 

—Lord Hatuerty, who died in London on the 10th of July, was 
one of the ablest and purest men who have filled the office of Lord 
Chancellor. He was also a very religious man, and when in health 
allowed nothing to interfere with his daily attendance at the early 
service in Westminster Abbey. His father, Sir Marruew Woon, 
was a man of note in his day. He was a coadjutor of BroucHam, 
and an ardent supporter of the unhappy wife of Georeze IV. He 
loaned the money which enabled the Duchess of Kent to go to 
England and give birth to ‘the present Queen on British soil. 
Lord Haruer.y’s son, Sir Evetyn Woop, has won renown in the 
Zulu campaign. A few days since Sir EvELyn was presented with 
a daughter, who will have for godmothers Queen Victoria and the 
ex-Empress Evang. 

—Dean Srantey expresses the opinion that the discourse of 
Principal Carrp on “ Religion in Common Life” is the best that has 
been produced in this century. This famous sermon was preached 
in 1856, before the Queen and.Prince ALsert, in the little parish 
church of Crathie, and was so warmly praised by the Prince that 
it was immediately published, by.her Majesty’s command, and lift- 
ed its author into such distinction that he was in the following 
year called to a distinguished pastorate in Glasgow. Those who 
are curious in such matters will find an unusually commendatory 
article on the sermon in Blackwood’s Magazine for February, 1856. 

—Mr. Girrittan, Treasurer of the United States, is forty-five, 
and of Scotch descent. At Williams College he was in the class 
with President Garriecp, Colonel RockweE tL, and Marshal Knox. 
In his office he stands at a high desk, where he has sometimes 
signed his name more than three thousand times a day. The 
Treasury locks have a clock attachment, and are opened by its 
operation at nine o’clock in the morning. The Treasurer is the 
only one who knows all the combinations. 

—Ganr1BaLp1, after having frequently declined it, has finally ac- 
cepted a yearly pension of $6000, offered by King Humperr from 
his civil list. The old patriot is therefore enabled to enlarge his 
establishment at Caprera, and do a little more entertaining. 

—Mr. D. 0. Mitts, of this city, has just presented to the Univer- 
sity of California $75,000, to endow a chair of intellectual and 
morai philosophy and civil polity. 

—Rosert Toomss, the fiery old Georgian, who still believes in 
secession, and that it was the correct thing for the South to do, 
does not entertain the highest admiration for Mr. Jerrerson Da- 
vis’s late literary exploit. He is reported to have said recently : 
‘“T do not recognize Mr. Davis’s history. It would have been a 
great deal better for him and the South if it had never.been writ- 
ten. Most of the people in this country regret that it ever was 
written. The truth is, the bulk of the people of the South pity 
Davis rather than admire him. The trouble with Davis was, and 
is, that he has an exalted idea of his own importance. He has 
some ability, but no nerve, and has not the slightest capacity for 
managing men. I have not a thing against him except his follies.” 

—At the great volunteer review held a few days ago in Wind- 
sor Park by the Queen, there were more men under arms—58,000 
all told—than were ever mustered at one time on British soil since 
King Epwarp marched to the invasion of Scotland. Among the 
London corps present were the Inns of Court, popularly known as 
the Devil’s Own (every man in the regiment being a lawyer), and 
the Artists, under Lieutenant-Colonel Sir Freprerick Leicuroy, 
President of the Royal Academy. 

—It was a gratifying incident to Messrs. Siemens Broruers, who 
completed the new American cable on the 8th of July, that the 
first message from London transmitted over it was from them- 
selves to President GARFIELD, conveying their sympathies and wish- 
es for his speedy recovery. Dean Sraniey telegraphed that prayers 
are daily offered in Westminster Abbey for the President’s resto- 
ration to health. : 

—Professor Park, though he has resigned the professorship he 
has so ably filled fur forty years, will not entirely sever his connec- 
tion with Andover Theological Seminary, but will, at the request of 
the trustees, devote himself for the present to the preparation for 
the press of his lectures on Systematic Theology. His salary is to 
be continued. 

—A recent review of Parton’s Voltaire says that “ Vortaire, 
above all, was free from the common anxiety that haunts authors. 
He never knew what it was to want money. To the thrift of his 
nation and home training he joined a bold and apt spirit of spec- 
ulation. His gains from his works, increased by gifts and pen- 
sions, were swelled by the fruits of skillful ventures in the funds, 
in commerce, in army contracts, and his inves{ments were so pru- 
dently managed that his revenue the year before his death amount- 
ed to 206,000 francs, ‘about equal in purchasing power to the 
same number of our dollars in 1881.’ His expenditure was suited 
to his station, his hospitality free, and his care of relatives and de- 
pendents liberal. Only his enemies accused VouTatre of avarice.” 

—The Rev. Joun F. Apams, of the New Hampshire Conference, 
who is now ninety-one years. old, is said to be the oldest preacher 
of the Methodist Church in this country or in the world. 

— ALEXANDER MITCHELL, Esq., of Milwaukee, is about to present 
to that city a public park. Mr. Mrrcue.t is regarded as the most 
opulent man in the Northwest, and held in universal esteem for 
his fine qualities of head as well as of heart. 

—Master Jimme Garren, the President’s son, proposes that 
on his father’s recovery a truthful narrative shall be given to him 
of what has really been going on of late. A few days ago he was 
found at the secretary’s table writing in a note-book, and when 
asked if he had taken upon himself the affairs of state, replied : 
“No, but I have done the next: hardest thing—I have started a 
diary. I don’t intend to keep it long; only till father gets so I 
can read it to him. You see, he don’t know what’s going on. 
The doctors won't tell him anything, nor allow Colonel RockwELL 
nor General Swarm to do so.” He continued, with boyish frank- 
ness: “ I tell you, none of my chums will ever aspire to be Pres- 
ident. I don’t like Washington now. Mother has been sick ever 
since we came to the beastly place, and now father is shot. Am- 
bition is all very nice fér school essays, but it’s like other things— 
it don’t pay. MoLts, my sister, don’t get along at all. She’s gone 
to stay at Colonel Rockwet’s house, where she has a chum, Col- 
onel RockwELu’s daughter, and only Harry and I are here in the 
gloomy place.” After a pause: “I hate this place. I wish I 
wrote columns for the newspapers like you do—wouldn’t I give it 
to it? Ill do it in my diary, anyway.” 


‘ 
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The Beantifil Wretch: A Brighton Story. 


By WILLIAM BLACK, 


» OF Dare,” “Scnrise,” A Princess or Tut,” 
“Tur Strange ADVENTURES OF A PUAETON,” ETC. 
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CHAPTER XXII. 
A CATASTROPHE. 

However, Madge's ill temper was never of long duration; and 
at this particular time, instead of sinking further into sulks over 
the absence of her lover, she grew day by day more joyous and 
generous and affectionate. The change was most marked; and 
Nan, who was her sister's chief confidante, could not make it out 
atall. Her gavety became almost hysterical, and her kindness to 
everybody in the house ran to extravagance. She bought trinkets 
for the servants. She presented Mr. Tom with a boot-jack mount- 
ed in silver; and he was pleased to say that it was the first sensi- 
ble present he had ever known a girl make. But it was toward 
Nan that she was most particularly affectionate and caressing. 

“You know Pm not clever, Nan,” she said,in a burst of confi- 
dence, “and I haven't got clock-works in my brain, and I dare say 
I'm not interesting—to ererybody. But I know girls who are stu- 
pider than Tam who are made plenty of. And, of course, if you 
don’t have anv romance when vou'r young, when are you likely 
to get it after?” ‘ 

“But I don't know what you mean, Madge,” Nan exclaimed. 

Nor did Madge explain at the moment. She continued: 

“T believe it was you, Nan, who told me of the young lady who 
remarked,‘ What's the use of temptation if you don't yield toit?” 


“That was only a joke.” said Nan, with her demure smile. 
“ Oh, I think there's sense in it,” said the practical Madge. “It 
doesn’t do to be too wise when you're young.” 


“Tt so seldom happens, Madge,” said her sister. 

“There you are again, old Mother Hubbard, with your preach- 
ing. But I'm not going to quarrel with you this time. I want 
vour advice. I want you to tell me what little thing I should buy 
for Frank, just -to be friends all round, don’t you know.” 

“Friends? Yes, I hope so!" said Nan, with a grave smile. “But 
how can [tell you, Madge ’ I don’t know, as you ought to know, 
what Captain King has in the way of cigar cases or such things.” 

“But call him Frank, Nan! Do,to please me. And I know 
he would like it.” ; 

“Some time may,” said Nan, evasively. “ Afterward, perhaps.” 

“When you come to Kingscourt,” said Madge, with a curious 
kind of laugh 

Nan was silent, and turned away; she never seemed to wish to 
speak of Ki 


murt or her going there. 
Frank King’s st 





iw in London was prolonged for some reason or 
other ; at Jength he announced his intention of returning to Brich- 
ton on a particular Thursday. On the Tuesday night Nan and 


Madge arranged that they would get fresh flowers the next dav 
for the decoration of the rooms : 

“And this is what I will do for you, Madge, as it is a special 
occasion,” remarked Miss Anne, with grave patronage. “If you 
will get up early to-morrow, I will take you to a place, not more 
than four miles off, where you will find any quantity of hart's- 
tongue fern. It is a deep ditch, I suppose a quarter of a mile 
long, and the banks are covered, Of course I don't want anv one 
to know, for it is so near Brighton it would he harried for the 
shops; but I will show you the place, as vou will soon be going 
away now, and we can take a basket.” j ‘ 

“ But how did you find it out, Nan %” 

“Some one showed it to me.” 

“The singing-woman, I suppose ?” 

“Yes. Think of that! I believe she could get twopence a 
root, and she might fill a cart there. But she won't touch one.” 

“No,” said Edith, with a superior smile. ‘She leaves that for 
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| “Tt’s all Nan’s fault. Nan has infected her. 


| fool enough for anything.” 


| Hanbury,” said Edith, “ because his feet are 


| great. Jack Hanbury can only be described 


| did really occur to him that any one—that 


| that afternoon post brought Nan a letter. 


| 
| 
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young ladies who 
could very well af- 
ford to go to a flor- 
ist’s.” 
“What I shall take 
won'thurt,” said Nan, 
meekly. 

So, next morning, 
Nan got up about cight, dressed, and was ready to start. That is 
to say, she never arranged her programme for the day with the 
slightest respect to meals. So long as she could get an apple and 
a piece of bread to put in her pocket, she felt prévided against 
everything. However, she thought she would go along to Madge’s 
room, and see if that young lady had ideas about breakfast. 

Madge’s room was empty; and Nan thought it strange she 
should have gone down stairs without knocking at her door in 
passing. But when Nan also went below she found that: Madge 
had left the house before any one was up. She could not under- 
stand it at all. 

Mr. Tom came down. ‘ Oh,” said he, indifferently, “she wants 
to be mighty clever and find out those ferns for herself.” 

“But I did not tell her where they were. I only said they 
were on the road to ——,” said Nan, naming the place. The 
writer has reasons of his own for not being more explicit. 

* All the cleverer if she can find out. The 
cheek of the young party is pyramidal,” said 
Mr. Tom as he rang for breakfast. 

But at lunch, also, Madge had not turned 
up. 

“Tt is very extraordinary,” said Lady 
Beresford, though she was too languid to be 
deeply concerned. : 

“Oh no, it isn’t, mother,” said Mr. Tom. 


The Baby, you'll see, has taken to tramping 
about the country with gypsies, and prowl- 
ing about farmers’ kitchens, and catching 
leverets, and stuff. We lives on the simple 
fruits of the earth, my dears; we eats of 
the root, and we drinks of the spring; but 
that doesn’t prevent us having a whacking 
appetite somewhere about 7.45. Edith, my 
love, pass me the cayenne pepper.” 

“Boys shouldn't use cayenne pepper,” 
said Nan. 

“And babies should speak only when 
they're spoken to,” he observed. “ Mother 
dear, I have arrived at the opinion that 
Madge has run away with young Hanbury. 
Tam certain of it. The young gentleman is 


‘You always were spiteful against Mr. 


smaller than yours.” 

“My love,” retorted Mr. Tom, with im- 
perturbable good-nature, “his feet may be 
small. It is in his stupidity that he is really 


in the words of the American poet: he is a 
commodious ass,” 

Now this conjecture of Mr. Tom's about 
the cause of Madge’s disappearance was 
only a piece of gay facetiousness. It never 


any creature with a head capable of being 
broken—would have the wild audacity to 
run away with one of his sisters while he, 
Mr. Tom Beresford, was to the fore. But 


She was amazed to see by the handwriting 
that it was from Madge ; she was still more 
alarmed when she read these words, scrawl- 
ed with a trembling hand, and in pencil: 


“Dearest, dearest Nan, don’t be angry. 
By the time you get this, Jack and I will be 
married. It is all for the best, dear Nan; 
and you will pacify them ; and it is no use 
following us; for we shall be in France, un- 


THE VICE-CHANCELLOR BEGAN TO MAKE CERTAIN OBSERVATIONS.” 
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til it is all smoothed down. Not a single bridesmaid—we daren’t 
—but what wouldn’t I do for Jack’s sake? It is time I did some- 
thing to make up for all he has suffered—he was looking so ill— 
in another month he would have died. He worships me. You 
never saw anything like it. Jack has just come back; so good- 
by; from your loving, loving sister, Margaret Hansury.—Do you 
know who that is, Nan?” 


Nan, not a little frightened, took the letter to her brother, and 
gave it him without a word. But Mr.Tom’s rage was at once 
prompt and voluble. That she should have disgraced the family 
—for, of course, the whole thing would be in the papers! That 
she should have cheated and jilted his most particular friend! 
But as for this fellow Hanbury— z 

“T said it all along. I told you what would come of it. 
knew that fellow was haunting her like a shadow. Well, we'll 
see how a shadow likes being locked up on bread and water. 
Oh, it’s no use your protesting, Nan; I will let the law take its 
course, We'll see how he likes that. ‘Stone walls do not a 
prison make’ — that’s what love-sick fellows say, don’t they ? 
Wait a bit. Mr. Jack Hanbury will find that stone walls make 
a very good imitation of a prison, at all events.” ; 

«But, Tom—dear Tom,” Nan pleaded, “it is no use. making 
matters worse. Let us try to make them better. If Madge 





“SHE CAUGHT HIM BY THE HAND.” 

















iS nearied, it can’t be helped now. We must make the best of 
it. 


He paid no attention to her; he was still staring at the ill-writ- 
ten letter. 

“That’s all.gammon about their going to France. He hasn’t 
money for travelling. She spent all hers in knickknacks —to 
propitiate people, the sneak! They're in London.” 

He looked at his watch. 

‘I can just catch the 5.45 express. Nan, you go and tell the 
others ; they needn’t squawk about it all over Brighton.” 

What are you going to do, Tom?” said his sister, breath- 
lessly. 

“Find out where they are first. Then Colonel Fitzgerald and 

t. Mason must take it up. Then Mr. Jack Hanbury will suddenly 
find himself inside Millbank prison.” 

She caught him by the hand. 

Tom, is it wise?” she pleaded again, “They are married. 


“I WISH TO SHOW YOU A LETTER SHE HAS WRITTEN.” 


What is the use of revenge ? 
sister miserable ?” 

“She has brought it on herself,” he said, roughly. 

“Then that is what I am to think of you,” she said, regarding 
him, “that some day I may hear you talk in that way about me?” 
He never could resist the appeal of Nan’s clear, faithful eyes. 

“ You wouldn’t be such a fool,” he said. ‘ And they won’t touch 
Madge. It’s only that fellow they'll go for—the mean hound, to 
marry a girl for her money!” 

“ How do you know it was for her money, Tom ?” Nan pleaded. 
“T am certain they were fond of each other.” 

“T don’t want to miss my train,” said he. 
the maternal I’m off to London. 
address of Hanbury’s father ?” 

“ No, I don’t.” 

“ Well, I'm off. Ta, ta!” 

So the irate Mr. Tom departed. But in the comparative silence 


You don’t want to make your own 


“You go and tell 
I suppose you don’t know the 


of the Pullman car the fury of his rage began to abate; and it 
dawned upon him that, after all, Nan’s counsel might have some- 
thing init. No doubt these two young-fools, as he mentally term- 
ed them, were married by this time. He still clung to the idea 
that Jack Hanbury deserved punishment —a horsewhipping or 
something of the kind; but Madge was Madge. She was silly; 
and she had “ got into a hole”; still, she was Madge. She might 
be let off with a serious lecture on her folly, and on her disregard 
of what she owed to the other members of the family. ‘Only, the 
first thing was to find out their whereabouts. 

On arriving in London he drove to his club, and after some lit- 
tle searching discovered that Mr. Gregory Hanbury’s address was 
Adelphi Terrace, whither he at once repaired. Mr. Hanbury was 
at dinner. He sent up his card nevertheless, and asked to be al- 
lowed to see Mr. Hanbury on particular business. The answer 
was a request to step up stairs into the dining-room. 

He found that occupied by two gentlemen who Were dining to. 
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gether at the upper end of a large table. One 
came forward to meet him. He took it for grant- 
ed this was Mr. Hanbury—a slight, short man, 
with black hair and eyes, and a very stiff white 
cravat. 

“Mr. Beresford,” said he, “I can guess what 
has brought you here. Let me introduce you to 
my brother—Major Hanbury. It is an unfortu- 
nate business.” 

The other gentleman—also slight and short, 
but with a sun-browned, dried-up face, and big 
gray mustache—bowed and resumed his seat. 

“You know, then, that your son has run away 
with my sister,” said Mr. Tom, somewhat hotly, 
though he had determined to keep his temper. 
‘* Perhaps you know also where they are ?” 

“No further,” said the black-haired gentle- 
man, with perfect calmness, “than that I believe 
them to be in London. It is only about a couple 
of hours since I heard of the whole affair. I im- 
mediately sent for my brother. It is a most dis- 
tressing business altogether. Of course you are 
chiefly concerned for your sister; but my son is 
in a far more serious position.” 

“ Yes, I should think so!” exclaimed Mr. Tom. 
“T should think he was! But you don’t know 
where they are?” 

“No; I only know they are in London. I re- 
ceived a letter from my son this afternoon, ask- 
ing me to intercede for him with the Court of 
Chancery; and it is from this letter that I learn 
how serious his position is—more serious than 
he seems to imagine. He appears to think that, 
now the marriage has taken place, the Vice- 
Chancellor will condone everything.” 

“He won't: I will take good care that he 
sha’n’t !” Mr. Tom said. 

“My dear sir, I am sorry to say that my son 
is in a very awkward situation, even although no 
personal vindictiveness be shown toward him, 
Your sister is not of age, I believe?” 

“Of course not. She's just turned eighteen.” 

“Ah. Then, you see, Jack had to declare that 
she was of age. And he appears to have stated 
that he had resided three weeks in the parish, 
whereas he only came up from Brighton yester- 
day morning. And, again, marrying in the di- 
rect teeth of an order of the Court—I am afraid, 
sir, that he is in a bad enough predicament with- 
out any personal vengeance being shown him.” 

This seemed to strike Mr. Tom. 

“7 don’t hit a man when he’s down. I will let 
the law take its course. I sha’n’t interfere.” 

“Don't vou think, sir,” said this man with the 
calm black eyes and the quiet manner, “that it 
might be wiser, in the interests of your sister, if 
you were to help us to arrange some amicable 
settlement which we could put before the Court ? 
I believe the guardians of the young lady were 
very much misinformed about my son’s character 
and his intentions with regard to her. Iam cer- 
tain that it was not her fortune that attracted 
him, or that could have led him into the peril- 
ous position he now occupies. Now, if we could 
go before the Vice-Chancellor and say: ‘ The mar- 
riage is not so unsuitable after all. The young 
man comes of a highly respectable family. His 
relations (that is, my brother and myself, sir) are 
willing to place a substantial sum at his disposal 
for investment in a sound business—indeed, there 
is a brewery at Southampton that my brother 
has just been speaking of—” 

“A brewery!” exclaimed Mr. Tom; but he 
instantly recollected that beer was as good as 
soda-water, from a social point of view. 

“And if we could say to the Vice-Chancellor 
that the friends of the young lady were willing 
to condone his offense —always providing, of 
course, and naturally, that your sister’s fortune 
should be strictly settled upon herself—then, per- 
haps, he might be let off with a humble apology 
to the Court, and the young people be left to 
their own happiness. My dear sir, we lawyers 
see so much of the inevitable hardship of human 
life that when a chance occurs of friendly com- 

promise—” 

“That's all very well,” blurted out Mr. Tom. 
“But I call it very mean and shabby of him to 
inveigle my sister away like that. She was en- 
gaged to be married to an old friend of mine; a 
much better fellow, Pll be bound! I call it very 
shabby.” 4 

“My dear sir,” said the lawyer, placidly, “I do 
not seek for a moment to excuse my son’s con- 
duct, except to remind you that at a certain pe- 
riod of life romance counts for something. I be- 
lieve many young ladies are like the young lady 
in the play—I really forget what her name was 
—who was disappointed to find that she was not 
to be run away with. However, that is a differ- 
ent matter. I put it to you whether it would not 
be better for every one concerned if we were to 
try to arrive at‘an amicable arrangement, and 
give’the young people a fair start in life.” 

“Of course I can’t answer for all our side,” 
said Mr. Tom, promptly. ‘ You'd better come 
with me to-morrow, and we'll talk it over with 
‘Colonel Fitzgerald and Mr. Mason. I don’t bear 
malice. J think what you say is fair and right 
—if the settlement is strict. And if it came to 
be a question of interceding, there’s an old friend 
of ours, Sir George Stratherne, who, I know, 
knows the Vice-Chancellor very intimately—” 

“My dear sir!” the lawyer protested, with ei- 
ther reali or affected horror; “do not breathe 
such a thing! do not think of suchathing! The 
duty of the Vice-Chancellor to his wards is of 
the extremest kind; his decisions are beyond 
suspicion ; what we have got to say we must say 
in open court.” 

“ But if they were to lock your son up in pris- 
on,” said Mr. Tom, with a gentle smile, “that 
couldn’t prevent Sir George taking my sister to 
eall on the Vice-Chancellor some afternoon at 
his own house. And Madge is rather pretty. 
And she might cry.” 

“ Will you take a glass of wine, Mr. Beresford 2” 
said the lawyer, effusively ; for he saw that he 
had quite won over Mr, Tom to his side, 





“No, thank you,” said the latter, rising; “I 
must apologize for interrupting your dinner. I'll 
look up Colonel Fitzgerald and Mason to-morrow 
morning, and bring them along here, most like- 
ly; that will be the simplest way. I sup 
you are likely to know sooner than any one where 
these two fugitives have got to?” 

“T think so. I have sent an advertisement 
to the morning papers. I shall certainly counsel 
my son to surrender at once, and throw himself 
on the mercy of the Court. My dear sir, I am 
exceedingly obliged to you for your kindness, your 
very great kindness, in calling.” 

“Oh, don’t mention it,” said Mr. Tom, going to 
the door. And then he added, ruefully, “ Now 
I've got to go and hunt up my friend, and tell 
him that my own sister has jilted him. You've 
no idea what a treat that will be!” 





CHAPTER XXIII. 
AT LAST. 


He found Frank King in the little room in 
Cleveland Row, alone, sitting before the fire, a 
closed book on the small table beside him. 

“T’'ve got bad news for you, King,” he said, 
bluntly. ‘I wish it hadn’t been my sister. But 
you know what women are. It’s better to have 
nothing at all to do with them.” 

“ But what is it?” Frank King said, with some 
alarm on his face. 

“ Madge has bolted.” 

“Madge has bolted?” the other repeated, star- 
ing at Mr. Tom in a bewildered sort of way. 

“Yes; gone and married that fellow Hanbury. 
This morning. I’m very sorry I have to come to 
you with a story like that about my own sister.” 

Mr. Tom was very much surprised to find his 
friend jump up from the chair and seize him by 
the arm. 

“Do you know this, Beresford,” he said, in 
great excitement, “you have taken a mill-stone 
from my neck? I have been sitting wondering 
whether I shouldn’t cut my throat at once, or 
make off for Australia.” 

“ Oh, come, I say!” interposed Mr. Tom, with 
a quick flush. 

“Oh, you needn’t think I have anything to say 
against your sister,” exclaimed his friend, on 
whose face there was a sudden and quite radi- 
ant gladness. ‘You don’t understand it at all, 
Beresford. It will take some explanation. But 
I assure you you could not have brought me plea- 
santer news; and yet I have not a word to say 
against your sister. I know that is a privilege 
you reserve for yourself ; and quite right too.” 

It was manifestly clear that Captain King was 
not shamming satisfaction; not for many a day 
had his face looked so bright. 

“Well, I'm glad you take it that way,” said 
Mr. Tom, “I thought you would becut up. Most 
fellows are, though they pretend not to be. I re- 
ally do believe you’re rather glad that Madge has 
given you the slip.” 

“Sit down, Beresford, and I will tell you all 
about it. I proposed to your sister Anne years 
ago,” : 

“To Nan? Why wasn’t I told?” 

“These things are not generally preached 
from the house-tops. She refused me point-blank, 
and I knew she was a girl who knew her own 
mind. Then I rejoined my ship, and remained 
mostly abroad for a long time. I fancied it 
would all blow over, but it didn’t. I was hard- 
er hit than I thought; and then, you know, sail- 
ors are driven to think of by-gone things. Well, 
you remember when I came home—when I met 
you in the street. I thought I should like to 
have just another glimpse of Nan—of Miss Anne, 
I mean—before she married the parson. Do you 
remember my going into the drawing-room ? 
Madge was there—the perfect image of Nan! 
Indeed, I thought at first she was Nan herself. 
And wasn’t it natural I should imagine the two 
sisters alike in disposition too? And then, as it 
was hopeless about Nan, I fancied—I imagined— 
Well, the truth is, I made a most confounded 
mistake, Beresford; and the only thing I have 
been thinking of, day and night, of late, was what 
was the proper and manly thing to do, whether 
to tell Madge frankly, or whether to say nothing, 
with the hope that after marriage it would all 
come right. And now you needn’t wonder at my 
being precious glad she has herself settled the 
affair; and there is not a human being in the 
world more heartily wishes her life-long happi- 
ness than I do. And I wish to goodness I knew 
some way of letting her know that, too.” 

Tom stretched out his legs—his hands were 
in his pockets—and said, contemplatively : 

“So you thought Madge was the same as Nan ? 
I could have told you different if you had asked 
me. You thought you could find another girl 
like Nan? If you want to try, you’ll have to step 
out. By the time you’ve found her, the Wander- 
ing Jew ’ll be a fool compared toyou. Girls like 
Nan don’t grow on every blackberry bush.” 

“I know that,” said Frank King, with a sigh. 

Then Mr. Tom looked at his watch. 

“I’m very hungry,” said he. ‘Have you 
dined ?” 

“No, I have not. Twas going to walk along 
to the club when you came in.” 

“Come with me to the Waterloo. You see, 
something must be done about these two ninnies. 
He must get something to do and set to work. 
The Baby has never been accustomed to live up 
a tree; she must have a proper house.” 

Frank King got his coat and hat, and they both 
went out. He was thinking of his own affairs 
mostly, and of this singular sense of relief that 
seemed to permeate him; Mr. Tom, on the other 
hand, was discussing the various aspects of the 
elopement, more particularly with regard to the 
Court of Chancery. During dinner the two friends 
arrived at the conclusion that people generally 
would look upon the affair as a harmless, or even 





humorous, escapade ; and that the Court, seeing 


that the thing was done, would allow the young 
people to go their way, with a suitable admonition. 

This was not quite what happened, however. 
To begin with, there was a clamor of contention 
and advice among guardians and friends; there 
were anonymous appeals to the runaways in ag- 


ony columns ; there were futile attempts made to. 


pacify the Court of Chancery. All the Beresfords 
came up to town except Nan, who remained to 
look after the Brighton house. The chief diffi- 
culty of the moment was to discover the where- 
abouts of Mr. John Hanbury. That gentleman 
was coy,and wanted to find out something of 
what was likely to happen to him if he emerged 
from his hiding-place. At last it was conveyed 
to him that he was only making matters worse ; 
then he wrote from certain furnished apartments 
in a house on the southwest side of Regent’s 
Park ; finally, there was a series of business in- 
terviews, and it was arranged that on a partic- 
ular day he should attend the court and hear the 
decision of the Vice-Chancellor. 

On that fateful morning poor Madge, her pret- 
ty eyes all bedimmed with tears, and her lips 
tremulous, was with her sisters and mother in the 
rooms in Bruton Street; the gentlemen only at- 
tended the court. Jack Hanbury was looking 
exceedingly nervous and pale. And indeed, when 
the case came on, and the Vice-Chancellor began 
to make certain observations, even Mr. Tom, 
whose care for the future of his sister had now 
quite overcome all his scorn for that fellow Han- 
bury, grew somewhat alarmed. The Court did not 
at all appear inclined to take the free-and-easy 
view of the matter that had been anticipated. 
The Vice-Chancellor’s sentences, one after the 
other, seemed to become more and more severe, 
as he described the gross conduct and contempt 
of which this young man had been guilty. He 
deplored the condition of the law in England, 
which allowed persons to get married on the 
strength of false statements. He wound up his 
lecture, which had a conciseness and pertinence 
about it not often found in lectures, by the brief 
announcement that he should forthwith make an 
order committing Mr. John Hanbury to Holloway 
prison. 

There was an ominous silence for a brief sec- 
ond or so. Then the Court was addressed by 
Mr. Rupert—who was Mary Beresford’s husband, 
and a fairly well-known Q.C.—who made a very 
humble and touching little appeal. He said he 
represented the relatives of the young lady; he 
was himself a near relative; and they were all 
inclined to beg his lordship to take a merciful 
view of the case. They did not think the young 
man, though he had acted most improperly, was 
inspired by mercenary motives. He was now in 
court, and was anxious to make the most pro- 
found apology. If his lordship— 

But at this moment his lordship, by the slight- 
est of gestures, seemed to intimate that Mr. Ru- 
pert was only wasting time; and the end of it 
was that Mr. Jack Hanbury, after having heard a 
little more lecturing on the heinousness of his 
conduct, found himself under the charge of the 
tipstaff of the court, with Holloway prison as his 
destination. It was not to be. considered as a 
humorous escapade, after all. 

“ Madge will have a fit,” said Mr. Tom, when 
they were outside again. ‘Some one must go 
and tell her. I sha’n’t.” 

“T knew he must be committed,” said Mr. Ru- 
pert to the young man’s father. ‘“ There was no 
help for that; his contempt of Court was too 
heinous. Now the proper thing to do is to let 
him have a little dose of prison—the authority of 
the Court must be vindicated, naturally ; and then 
we must have a definite scheme for the establish- 
ment of the young man in business before we beg 
the Court to reconsider the matter. I mean, you 
must name a sum, and it must be ready. And 
then there must be an understanding that Miss 
Beresford’s—I mean Mrs. Hanbury’s—small for- 
tune shall be settled on herself.” 

“My advice,” remarked Mr. Tom, “is that 
Madge should go herself and see the Vice-Chan- 
cellor. She might do the pathetic business—a 


wife and not a widow, or whatever the poetry of 


the thing is. I think it’s deuced hard lines to 
lock up a fellow for merely humbugging an old 
parson up in Kentish Town. Why shouldn’t 
people get married when they want to? Fancy 
having to live three weeks in Kentish Town! I 
wouldn’t live three weeks in Kentish Town to 
marry a duchess.” 

“T am afraid,” said Mr. Rupert, dryly, “that 
the Vice-Chancellor is too familiar with the sight 
of pretty damsels in distress, I think, Mr. Han- 
bury, if you can produce a deed of partnership 
with your friends in Southampton, that would be 
more likely to influence the Court. On our side 
we agree. And of course there must be a hum- 
ble apology from the young man himself. We 
had better wait a week, or a fortnight, and then 
renew the application. I will go myself and tell 
the young lady what has happened.” 

Madge did not go into a fit at all; but what 
she did do was to decline positively to remain in 
Bruton Street. No; back she would go to the 
rooms that her dear Jack had taken for her. 
They might come to see her there if they liked ; 
but that was her home; it was her place as a 
wife to remain in the home that her husband had 
chosen for her. Madge did not ery as much as 
had been expected ; she was angry and indignant, 
and she said hard things about the condition of 
the law in England; and she had a vague belief 
that her brother Tom was a renegade and traitor 
and coward because he did not challenge the Vice- 
Chancellor to a duel on Calais sands. 

Nevertheless, in her enforced widowhood, 
Madge found time to write the inclosed letter— 
nay, she went first of all to the trouble of walk- 
ing down Baker Street until she came to a shop 
where she could get very pretty and nicely scent- 
ed note-paper for the purpose : 


“Dear FrankK,—Tom brought me yesterday 





your very manly and generous letter, and I must 
write and thank you for your kind wishes for my 
happiness. It’s dreadful to think that persons 
should be shut up in prison, when everybody is 
agreed it is needless, merely to satisfy a form. 
You are very kind in what you say; you were al- 
ways kind to me—kinder than I deserved. - But 
I didn’t think you would mind very much my 
running away, for I am sure you care far more 
for Nan than you ever cared for me; and now 
Edith declares that Nan has been in love with 
you all the time. I hear you have been doing 
everything in your power toward getting poor 
Jack out of prison, and so I thought I would do 
you a good turn also, You might take this let- 
ter to Nan, and ask her if every word in it isn’t 
true—unless you think you’ve had enough of our 
family already. Dear Frank, I am so glad you 
forgive me; and when I get out of my present 
deep distress I hope you will come and see us, and 
be like old friends. Yours sincerely, 
“Mapce Hanscry.” 


At this present moment Captain King, as they 
still call him (for all these things happened not 
so long ago), considers this letter the most val- 
uable he ever received. Not any message from 
home announcing to the school-boy that a ham- 
per would speedily arrive; not any communica- 
tion from the Admiralty after he had arrived at 
man’s estate; nay, not any one of Nan’s numer- 
ous love-letters—witty and tender and clever as 
these were—had for him anything like the gigan- 
tic importance of this letter. It is needless to 
say that, very shortly after the receipt of it, and 
without saying a word to anybody, he slipped 
down to Brighton, and got a room at the Norfolk. 

It was so strange to think that Nan was a 
little way along there; and that there was still a 
chance that that same Nan—the wonder of the 
world, with whose going away from him the world 
had got quite altered somehow—might still be 
his. It bewildered him as yet. To think of Nan 
at Kingscourt ! — her presence filling the house 
with sunlight ; charming everybody with her qui- 
et, humorous ways, and her self-possession, and 
her sweetness, and the faithfulness of her frank, 
clear eyes. And all his thinking came back to 
the one point. This was now Nan herself he had 
a chance of winning; not any imaginary Nan; 
not any substitute ; not any vision to be wavering 
this way and that; but the very Nan herself. And 
if it was true—if the real Nan, after all, was to 
go hand in hand through life with him—where, 
of all the places in the world, should they first go 
to together? To that far-away inn at Spliigen, 
surely! Now it would be his own Nan who 
would sit at the small table, and laugh with her 
shining, clear eyes. She would walk with him 
up the steep pass, the sunlight on her pink 
cheeks ; he would hear the chirp of her boot on 
the wet snow. 

Amid all this wild whirl of hope and doubt 
and delightful assurance it was hard to have to 
wait for an opportunity of speaking to Nan alone. 
He would not go to the house, lest there should 
be visitors or some one staying there; he would 
rather catch Nan on one of her pilgrimages in the 
country or along the downs, with solitude and si- 
lence to aid him in his prayer. But that chance 
seemed far off. He watched for Nan incessant- 
ly, and his sharp sailor’s eyes followed her keen- 
ly, while he kept at a considerable distance. But 
Nan seemed to be very busy at this time. Again 
and again he was tempted to speak to her as 
she came out of this or that, or when he saw her 
carrying an armful of toys into some small back 
street. But he was afraid. There was so much 
to win; so much to lose. He guessed that, soon- 
er or later, the vagrant blood in Nan would drive 
her to seek the solitariness of the high cliffs over 
the sea. 

It turned out differently, however. One squally 
and stormy morning he saw her leave the house, 
her Ulster buttoned up, her hat well down over 
her brows. He let her pass the hotel, and slipped 
out afterward. By-and-by she turned up into 
the town, and finally entered a stationer’s shop, 
where there was a public library. No doubt she 
had merely come to order some books, he said to 
himself, down - heartedly, and would go straight 
back again. 

However, on coming out he noticed her glance 
up at the driven sky, where the clouds were break- 
ing here and there. Then she went down East 
Street toward the sea. Then she passed the 
Aquarium by the lower road. This he could not 
understand at all,as she generally kept to the 
cliffs. 

He soon discovered her intention. There was 
a heavy sea rolling in; and she had always a 
great delight in watching the big waves come 
swinging by the head of the Chain Pier. That, 
indeed, turned out to be her destination. When 
he had seen the slight, girlish-looking figure well 
away out there, he also went on the Pier and fol- 
lowed. 

It is needless to say that there was not a hu- 
man being out there at the end. Tags and rags 
of flying clouds were sending showers of rain’ 
spinning across; between them great bursts of 
sunlight flooded the sea ; and the vast green mass- 
es of water shone as they broke on the. wooden 
piles and thundered on below. When he reached 
the head of the Pier, he found that Nan, who fan- 
cied herself entirely alone, was resting her elbows . 
on the bar, and so holding on her hat, as she 
looked down on the mighty volumes of water 
that broke and rushed roaring below. 

He touched her on the shoulder ; she jumped 
up with a start and turned, growing a little pale 
as she confronted him. He, also, had an appre- 
hensive look in his eyes; perhaps it was that that 
frightened her. 

“ Nothing has happened to Madge ?” she said, 
quickly. 


“No. But come over there to the shelter. I 


wish to show you a letter she has written.” 
A few steps brought them to a sudden si- 
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lence; it was like stepping from the outer air 
into a diving-bell. 

“Nan, I want you to read this letter, and tell 
me if it is true.” 

He gave it her; she read it; then slowly, very 
slowly, the one hand holding the letter dropped, 
and she stood there silent, her eyes downcast. 

“Nan, I have loved you since the very first 
night I ever saw you. I tried to make believe 
that Madge was you; Madge herself has saved 
us from what might have happened through that 
desperate mistake. And you, Nan—you are free 
now—there is no one in the way—is it true what 
Edith says ?” 

“Tt isn’t quite true,” said Nan, in a very low 
voice; and her fingers were making sad work 
with Madge’s letter. ‘I mean—if she means— 
what you can say—since the very first night that 
wemet. ButI think at least—it is true—since” 
—and here Nan looked up at him with her faith- 
ful eyes, and in them there was something that 
was neither laughing nor crying, but was strange- 
ly near to both—“ since—since ever we parted at 
Como!” 





CHAPTER XXIV. 
“BRING HOME THE BRIDE SO FAIR!” 


“Poor Jack!” that was all Madge’s cry. She 
did not care what arrangement was being got up 
by the parents and guardians interested. She did 
not want her fortune settled on herself. To her 
it did not matter whether the brewery was in 
Southampton or in Jerusalem. 
appeal was that her dear Jack should be got out 
of prison; and the opinion that-she had formed 
of the gross tyranny and cruelty and obstinacy 
of English law was of a character that dare not 
be set forth here. 

“ What is the use of it ?” she would say. “‘ What 
good can it do except to keep people miserable ?” 

“My dear child,” the sighing and sorely trou- 
bled mother would answer, “ the Vice-Chancellor 
has admitted that it can do no good. But the 
authority of the Court must be vindicated.” 

' “Tt is nothing but a mean and contemptible 
revenge !” exclaimed Madge. : 

However, Mr. Tom took a much more cool and 
business-like view of the matter. 

“When he is let out,” he remarked, “I hope 
the Vice-Chancellor will make the other side pay 
the costs of all these applications and proceed- 
ings. I don’t see why we should pay, simply be- 
cause Jack Hanbury went and made an ass of 
himself.” 

“T beg you to remember that you are speak- 
ing of my husband !” said Madge, with a sudden 
fierceness. 

“Oh, well, but didn’t he?” Mr. Tom said. 
'“What was the use of bolting like that when he 
knew he must be laid by the heels ? ~Why didn’t 
he go to his father and uncle, to begin with, and 
get them to make this arrangement they have 
now, and then have gone to the Chief Clerk and 
showed him that there was no objection any- 
where ?” 

“Tt was because you were. all against him,” 
said poor Madge, beginning tocry. ‘“ Everybody 
—everybody. And now he may be shut up there 
for a whole year—or two years.” 

“Oh, but he isn’t so badly off,” said Mr. Tom, 
soothingly. ‘You can see they treat him very 
well. By Jingo! if it was the tread-mill, now— 
that would exercise his toes for him! I tried it 
once in York Castle ; and I can tell you when you 
find this thing pawing at you over your head it’s 
like an elephant having a game with you. Nev- 
er mind, Madge. Don’t cry. Look here: I'll 
bet you five sovereigns to one that they let him 
out on the next application—that’s for Thursday. 
Are you on?” 

“Do you mean it ?” she said, looking up. . 

“ I do.” 

It was wonderful how quickly the light came 
into her face. 

“Then there isa chance ?” she said. “I can’t 
believe the others, for they are only trying to 

‘ comfort me. But .if you would bet on it, Tom, 
then there’s really a chance.” 

“Bet’s off. You should have snapped at it, 
Madge. Never mind, you'll have your dear Jack; 
that ‘ll do instead.” 

That afternoon Mary Beresford, now Mrs. Ru- 
pert, called, and Mr. Tom, with much dignity of 
manner, came into the room holding an open let- 
ter in his hand. 

“Ladies and gentlemen,” he said, “and friends 
assembled, I have a piece of news for you. Mr. 
Francis Holford King, late Commander in her 
Majesty’s Navy, has just contracted a—what d’ye 
call it?—kind of engagement with Miss Anne 
Beresford of that ilk. 
is termed consolation stakes.” 

“There you are quite wrong,” said Madge, 
promptly and cheerfully. ‘He meant to make 
me the consolation stakes, for it was Nan that 
he wanted to marry all the way through.” 

“Well, I shall be glad to see you all married,” 
said Tom. “I’ve had enough bother with you.” 

“You look quite worn out,” his eldest sister 
remarked. 

“ At least,” he said, sitting down in an easy- 
chair and stretching out his legs—“ at least I have 
gained some wisdom. I see the puzzlement you 
girls are in, who haven’t got to earn your own 
living. You don’t know what on earth to do with 
yourselves. You read Ruskin, and think you 
should be earnest; but you don’t know what to 
be earnest about. Then you take to improving 
your mind, and cram your head full of earth 
currents, and equinoxes, and eclipses of the moon. 
But what does it all come to? You can’t do any- 
thing with it. Even if you could come‘and tell 


me that a lime-burner in Jupiter has thrown his 
wig into the fire, and so altered the -spectrum, 
what's that to me? Then you have a go at phi- 
lanthropy—that’s more practical ; Sunday-school 
teaching, mending children’s clothes, doing for 
other people what they ought to do for themselves, 





All her piteous | 


_this punishment, and it was unfortunate. 


It strikes me this is what 


- sponsible. 


and generally cultivating pauperism. Then, lo 
and behold! in the middle of all this there comes 
by a good-looking young fellow, and, phew! all 
your grand ideas are off like smoke, and it’s all 
‘dear Jack! and ‘dear Alfred!’ and ‘I'll go to 
the ends of the earth with my sodger laddie!’ 
Oh, I know what life is. I see you girls begin 
with all your fine ideas, and reading up, and ear- 
nestness—” 

“T suppose, then, there is no such thing as the 
formation of character?” said his eldest sister, 
calmly. : 

“The formation of character!” exclaimed Mr. 
Tom.. “Out of books? Why, the only one among 
you who has any character worth mentioning is 
Nav. Do you think she got it out of books? 
No, she didn’t. She got it—she got it”—here 
Mr. Tom paused for a second, but only to make 
a wilder dash—“ out of the sunlight! There’s 
a grand poetical idea for you! Nan has been 
more in the open than any of you, and the sun- 
light has filled her brain, and her mind, and her 
disposition altogether.” ; 

“T presume that also accounts for the redness 
of her hair?” said Mrs. Rupert. . 

Tom rose to his feet. There was an air of 
resignation on his face as he left the room. He 
said, half to himself, 

“Well, nature was right in making me a man. 
I couldn’t have mustered up half enough spite to 
make a passable woman.” 

Now the end of the Madge and Jack episode 
was in this wise: On the second application the 
Vice-Chancellor flatly refused to release the young 
man from prison. His gross offense had not yet 
been purged. It was quite true, his lordship ad- 
mitted, that the young lady and the guardians 
and relatives on both sides were also sharing in 
More- 
over, arrangements had now been made which 
seemed to render the marriage a perfectly eligi- 
ble one, if only it had been properly brought 
about. Nevertheless, the Court could not over- 
look the young man’s conduct; in prison he was, 
and in prison he must remain. 

More tears on the part of Madge. More advice 
from Mr. Tom that she should go and plead with 
the Vice-Chancellor herself; he was sure her 
pretty, weeping eyes would soften the flintiest 
heart. Correspondence addressed by Captain 
Frank King to Admiral Sir George Stratherne, 
K.C.B., containing suggestions not in consonance 
with the lofty integrity of British courts of law. 

Then, at last, the Vice-Chancellor relented. 
Mr. Hanbury had given an undertaking to exe- 
cute any settlement the Court might think fit with 
regard to the young lady’s property. Then he 
must pay all costs of the proceedings, likewise 
the guardians’ costs. This being so, his lordship 
was disposed to take a merciful view of the case, 
and would make an order discharging the young 
man from prison. < 

“Oh, Jack!” poor Madge exclaimed, when he 
was restored to her, “shall I ever forget what 
you have suffered for my sake ?” 

Jack looked rather foolish among all these 
people; but at last he plucked up courage, and 
went and made a straightforward apology to 
Lady Beresford, and said he hoped this piece of 
folly would soon be forgotten, and that Madge 
would be happy after all. The sisters were dis- 
posed to pet him. Tom tolerated him a little. 
Then there was a general bustle, for they were 
all (including Frank King) going down again to 
Brighton ; and they made.a large party. 

How clear the air and the sunlight were after 
the close atmosphere of London! The shining 
sea—the fresh breeze blowing in—the busy 
brightness and cheerfulness of the King’s Road 
— it all seemed new and delightful again! And, 
of course, amidst the general clamor and com- 
motion of getting into the house, who was to 
take much notice of Nan, or watch her self-con- 
scious shyness, or regard the manner in which 
she received Frank King after his absence? 
You see, Nan was always wanted to do things, 
or fetch things, or send for things. ‘“She’s a 
housekeeperish kind of young party,” Tom used 
to say of her, when he had coolly sent her to 
look out his shooting boots. 

The spring-time was come: not only was the 
sunshine clearer, and the wind from the sea soft- 
er and fresher, but human nature, also, grew con- 
scious of vague anticipations and an indefinable 
delight. Flowers from the sheltered valleys be- 
hind the downs began to appear in the streets. 
The year was opening; soon the colors of the 
summer would be shining over the land. 

“ Nan-nie,” said Frank King to her who was on 
most occasions now his only and dear companion, 
as they were walking along one of the country 
ways, “don’t you think June is a good month to 
get married in?” 

“Frank, dear,” she said, “I haven’t had much 
experience.” 

“Now look here, Nan,” he said—the others 
were a long way ahead, and he could scold her 
as he liked—“ you may have some strong points 
—wisdom, perhaps—and a capacity for extract- 
ing money out of people for life-boats—and a 
knack of boxing the ears of small boys whom 
you find shying stones at sparrows—I say you 
may have your strong points ; but flippancy isn’t 

-one of them. And this is a very serious mat- 
ter.” 

“T know it is,” said Nan, demurely. “ And 
far more serious than you imagine. For, do you 
know, Frank, that the moment I get married I 
shall cease to be responsible for the direction of 
my own life altogether. You alone will be re- 
Whatever you say I should do, I will 
do; what you say I must think, or believe, or try 
for, that will be my guide. Don’t you know that 
I have been trying all my life to get rid of the 
responsibility of deciding for myself? I nearly 
ended—like such a lot of people !—in ‘ going over 
to the Church.’ Oh, Frank,” she said, “I think 
if it hadn’t been for you I should have married a 





clergyman, and been good.” 





She laughed a little soft, low laugh, and con- 
tinued : 

“No, I think that never could have happened. 
But I should have done something—gone into one 
of those visiting sisterhoods, or got trained as a 
nurse—you don’t know what a good hospital nurse 
you spoiled in me. However, now that is not my 
business. Undine got a soul when she married ; 
I give up mine. I shall efface myself. It’s you 
who have to tell me what to think, and believe, 
and try to do.” 

“Very well,” said he. “I shall begin by advis- 
ing you to give up cultivating the acquaintance 
of tinkers and gypsies ; and first of all to resolve 
not to speak again to Singing Sal.” 

“Oh, but that’s foolish—that is unnecessa- 
ry !” she said, promptly; and he burst out laugh- 
ing. 

“Here we are at the outset!” he said. “ But 
don’t you think, Nan-nie, you might let things go 
on as they are? You haven't done so badly, aft- 
erall.. Do you know that people don’t altogether 
detest you? Some of them would even say that 
you made the world a little brighter and plea- 
santer for those around you; and that is always 
something.” 

“But it’s so little,” said Nan. “ And—and I 
had thought of—of I don’t know what, I believe 
—in that cathedral at Lucerne—and now I am 
going to do just like everybody else. _It’s rather 
sneaky.” 

“Whatis?” heasked. “To bea good woman ?” 

“Oh, you are not philosophical,” she said. 
“And me—me too. My brain, what there was of 
it, is clean gone; my heart has got complete mas- 
tery. It is really ludicrous that my highest am- 
bition, and my highest delight, should be to be 
able to say, ‘I love you,’ and to go on saying it 
any number of times. But then, dear Frank, 
when all this nonsense is oyer between us, then 
we will set to work and try and do some good. 
There must be something for us to do in the 
world.” 

“Oh yes, no doubt,” he said; “and do you 
know when I think this nonsense will be over be- 
tween you and me, Nan ?—when you and I are 
lying dead together in Kingscourt church-yard.” 

She touched his hand with her hand—for a 
moment. 

“And perhaps not even then, Frank.” 





Mr. Roberts was determined that it should be 
memorable in Brighton, if music, and flowers, and 
public charities would serve. Then Mr. and Mrs, 
Jack Hanbury were to come along from South- 
ampton ; and Mr. Jacomb had, in the most frank 
and manly fashion, himself asked permission to 
assist at the marriage ceremony. There were, 
of course, many presents, two of which were es- 
pecially grateful to Nan. The first was a dragon- 
fly in rubies and diamonds, the box inclosing 
which was wrapped round by a sheet of note- 
paper really belonging to her Majesty and hailing 
from Whitehall. These were the words scrawled 
on the sheet of paper: 


“This is for the wedding of the BravtiFut 
Wretcn, who has now completed the list of her 
atrocities by jilting her oldest sweetheart.—@. S.”” 


The second present that was: particularly prized 
by Nan carries us on to the wedding-day. It was 
one of the clearest of clear June days, a fresh 
southerly wind tempering the heat; there was 
scarcely a cloud in the blue. How these rumors 
got about it is impossible to say, but a great many 
people seemed to have discovered that there was 
to be a double wedding ; and there was an un- 
usual crowd about the entrance'to the church And 
along both sides of the roofed portico. Among 
these people was one who attractedsa little mild, 
polite curiosity. She was a_ country-looking, 
fresh-complexioned young woman, who was.smart- 
ly dressed and trim as to ribbons and such things ; 
and she held in her hand a basket of fairly good 
size and of fancy wicker-work. And this basket, 
those nearest her could see, held nothing else than 
a mass of wild-roses, all with the thorns carefully 
removed from the stems, and set in a bed of 
moss and sweet-brier leaves. It was such a bou- 
quet, surely, as had never been presented to a 
bride before—if, indeed, it was intended for the 
bride. 

That was soon to be seen. . The great organ 
was still pealing out Mendelssohn’s “ Wedding 
March” (Mr. Tom had offered to give £10 to the 
poor-box of the choir if the choristers. would 
play instead the Swedish “ Bring home the bride 
so fair !’’—forgetting that there were two brides, 
and that Edith was dark) when the first of the 
bridal procession came along, Edith and her hus- 
band and her bridemaids. Thencame Nan. As 
she was passing, the fresh-colored wench timidly 
stepped forward and offered her the basket of 
wild roses. Nan stopped, glanced at her, and 
recognized her; and then, to the wonder of the 


with her trembling, white-gloyed fingers, while 
the other hand was boldly put forward to shake 
hands with the country lass. Singing Sal was 
greatly taken aback; but she took Nan’s hand 
for the briefest second, and managed to say 
something quite incoherent about “long life and 
happiness, miss—I beg your pardon, miss— 
ma’am;” and then the gleaming procession 
passed on. 

Nan was very proud of that basket of wild 
flowers. She would not part with it. She had it 
placed before her on the table when all the peo- 
ple had assembled and sat down. And perhaps 
there was one there who, looking alternately at 
the bright-eyed bride who sat beside him, and at 
that basket of wild roses, red and white and 
pink, and whitish-red and whitish-pink, may have 
said to himself that there was no red one there 
half so red as her lips, and no white one half so 





white as her clear and shining soul. 
THE END, 


Well, it was a double wedding, after all; and. 


crowd, they saw the young bride take the basket ° 


BRIGANDAGE IN ITALY. 


WHILE Italy was merely a geographical 
term, brigandage was a liberal profession 
basking in the sunshine of royalty. It was 
a recognized institution in the domains of 
his Holiness the Pope and of bis sulphurous 
Majesty the King of Naples. Our friend Fra 
Diavolo—he was an observantin friar named 
Michael Pezza—was made Colonel, and dec- 
orated with the order of St. Ferdinand. 
Mammone, who had killed with his own 
hand four hundred persons, was addressed 
by Queen Caroline as “My dear General.” 
Their fame is rivalled by a pontifical hero 
who died-a few years ago, the terrible An- 
tonio Gasparone. ' This ruffian was born in 
1793; and committed a murder when he 
was in his fourteenth year. In 1823, after 
the execution of Massaroni, he called him- 
self King of the Abruzzi and the Lepini. 
This great man had a private secretary, 
who compiled his biography. In this very 
curious book he describes the conditions 
necessary for admission to a band, the first 
being murder, and concludes with details of 
the dress befitting a respectable brigand. 
“A high conical hat bound with ribbons of 
many colors; the vest, coat, and pantaloons 
blue velvet, five rows of silver buttons on the 
vest. The hair was long, like a woman’s; 
and,” continues the enthusiastic secretary, 
“these beardless brigands with their long 
and curly locks presented countenances 
more charming than that of a pretty girl. 
The arms were a short musket inlaid with 
silver, a long double-edged poniard. The 
cartridges are carried in a girdle clasped in 
front by a plate chased with figures of the 
Virgin, of souls in purgatory, and other 
agréments.”. In 1825 a new Pope ascended 
the seat of St. Peter, and Gasparone was in- 
duced to surrender himself. From that day 
till the 30th of June, 1871, the King of the 
Abruzzi was aclose prisoner. At twenty-one 
he was described as well made, with brown 
hair and beard, an energetic look, prodigal, 
debauched, and bloody. On his release his 
long beard was snowy white, his eye hard, 
but his vigor nnbroken. The old ruftian 
wandered about Rome for some days, the ob- 
ject of general curiosity, wondering at every- 
thing in the world which he had not seen 
for halfa century. He was taken to see the 
railroad. He saw the cars running, and ex- 
claimed: “It is all up with our old trade 
now. There is no chance to-day for a good 
honest brigand.” 

Sicily has partaken in a very much less 
degree than the Continent of the benefits of 
modern discoveries. The modern. brigands 
are no longer theatrical; they wear broad- 
cloth coats, have excellent field-glasses, and 
are armed with the latest species of re- 
volver. They act, however, in the same old 
style. About two years ago, the Rev. Mr. 
Rose was captured in Sicily by the band 
commanded by a chief named Esposito. A 
letter was written to Mrs. Rose, demanding 
125,000 francs ransom. She refused to pay. 
The chief’s reply was a letter inclosing the 
right ear of the luckless parson, and inti- 
mating that-he would remit her husband in 
installments. The ransom was sent, the 
Italian gens-d’armes made a raid on the 
fortress of the brigands. Many were slain; 
but Esposito escaped, it was said to America. 
While we are writiug, an Italian who has 
been vending pea-nuts and bananas in New 
Orleans is in arrest on suspicion of being 
the terrible. bandit. 

Women have often played an important 
part in the world of brigands. Cedrone’s 
mistress wore male attire, marched at the 
head of his band, tortured the prisoners, and 
swore that if her lover ever attempted to , 
abandon his career, she would cut him into 
little pieces, and send him in a sack to the 
police office. In 1867, Elisa Garofolo was 
arrested. She was twenty-two years old, 
very pretty, of ordinary height, slender fig- 
ure, chestnut hair, blue-gray eyes. She 
styled herself Queen of the Mountains. She 
always dressed like a man, with revolvers 
in her belt, and a double-barrelled gun on 
her shoulder. She possessed all the fiend- 
ish ingenuity of a squaw in torturing the 
prisoners. The presence of women leads 
sometimes to strange incidents. An old 
priest and a country girl were driving from 
Veroli to Frosinone to take the railroad cars 
to Rome. Three brigands started up in 
their path. 

“The Madonna has sent you,” they cried. 
“Do not be afraid; follow us.” 

After an hour’s walk they came to a grot- 
to, near which stood thirty armed men. The 
chief arose. 

“My father,” he said, “I am delighted to 
see you. My wife has just given me a baby. 
I wish it to be a Christian: baptize it.” 

The priest complied ; the country girl was 
the godmother, the. chief’s lieutenant the 
godfather. When the ceremony was over, 


he handed to the priest a purse containing 
six piastres, and to the girl a paper con- 
taining @ pair of ears with gold ear-rings in 





them. 
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«WHY SHOULD THEY KILL MY 
BABY ?” 

[The agéd mother of the President is reported to have 
exclaimed as above upon hearing the news of his 
attempted assassination.] 

Why should they kill my baby ?—for he seems 

the same to me ; 

As when, in the morning twilight, I tossed him 

on my knee, 

And sowed for him hopes to blossom when he 

should become a man, 

And dreamed for him such a future as only a 

mother can. 


I looked ahead to the noon-time with proud but 
trembling joy; 

I had a vision of splendor for my sweet bright- 
eyed boy; 

But little enough I fancied that when he had 
gained renown, 

Base Envy’s poisoned bullet would suddenly 
strike him down. 


Why should they want to kill him? Because 
“he had cut his way 

Through Poverty’s gloomy woodland out into the 
open day, 

And sent a shout of good cheer to those who 
were yet within, 

That Honor is born of striving, and Honesty yet 
ean win? : 

Or was it because from boyhood he manfully 
bared his breast 

To fight for the poor and lowly, and aid the sore 
oppressed ? 

Ah me! the world is working upon a treacher- 
ous plan, 

When he who has struck for mankind is stricken 
down by man! 


Or did they begrudge his mother the hand he 
reached her still, 

No odds how high he clambered up Fortune's 
glittering hill? 

For in his proudest life-day he turned from the 
honors of earth, 

And came and tenderly kissed me—the mother 
who gave him birth. 


Shame to the wretch that struck him, and grieves 
that it did not kill! 

And pity for his poor mother, if she be living 
still. 

May God in mercy aid him his black crime to 


atone, 
And help me to forgive him—I can not do it 
alone ! Witt CaRLeton. 





(Begun in Harper's Wrexty No. 1251, Vol. XXIV.) 


CHRISTOW ELL. 


A Bartmoor Sale. 
By R. D. BLACKMORE, 


Avtnor or “Mary Anervey,” “Lorna Doone,” 
“ CRIPPS, THE CARRIER,”’ ETC. 


CHAPTER XXV.—( Continued.) 
FOR MY SON’S SAKE. 


THANKFUL as a gardener is at the prospect 
of a noble crop, he is anxious, also, that it 
should not fail through failure of his grum- 
bling. Right well he knows, through vast 
experience, What blows descend from heaven 
upon his first indulgence in a vaunt; and 
grateful as he is beyond mankind, he hum- 
bly secretes his gratitude. . “What a lot of 
thinning there will be to do! We shall 
never get through it,” cried Mr. Arthur. 

“Won't we, though? Ican doa score of 
trees before breakfast any fine morning,” his 
daughter answered, as she overtook him; 
“and even you acknowledge that I under- 
stand that work. We ought to be only too 
giad to have to do it. But it goes to my 
heart, at every tap, to see the little darlings 
hopping on the ground. Now shall I go on 
to Jezreel, or begin it ?” 

“T will not have my little nook called ‘Na- 
both’s Vineyard.’ The confusion of ideas is 
too feminine. Am I, the owner, envious of 
my own ownership, because I shut out clum- 
sy people? The only analogy that can be 
imagined would set you down first as an 
Ahab.” 

“Very well, dear, if that will please you 
better, it shall be Solomon’s Vineyard, such 
as he describes, I believe, somewhere. And 
I will bé the Queen of Sheba, come to see it. 
Only you must have the manners, in that 
case, to provide me with at least a sound 
flower-pot to sit upon, instead of one of your 
breakdowns. And none of your sound ‘ones 
have got anything to sit upon. Oh, papa, 
you are so clever, do invent something that 
is not all holes.” 

“The special virtue of my pots is this” 
(Mr. Arthur stopped short, when he began 
upon that, although in a great hurry to get 
on), “that they are all holes, or at any rate 
contrived so that you can tell at a glance 
what is going on inside. There is a very 
clever Frenchman, of the name of Beau- 
mont, who has found a man endowed with 
a window in his digestive organs, by means 
of a bullet or a grape-shot. He is thus en- 
abled to ascertain— But never mind, my 
dear, you are too young, as yet, for inquiries 
of pure science. And I would not have hint- 
ed at the—well, I may call it the trouble- 
some part of the human system—except to 


elucidate my theory of pots. There are 
three essential qualities in a flower-pot, to 
begin with; and there are fifteen of less, 
but still important, consideration—” 

“Her be coming, her be coming, at a rat- 
tle,” Moggy, the maid, came hotly shouting. 
“Shall us let ’un in, or shall us shut ’un 
out ?” ; 

“Who is it that causes you so much ex- 
‘citement, Moggy ?” her master asked, with 
some little vexation, for he was just warm- 
ing up to his subject, with the pleasure of 
the vines in prospect. “I have no time to 
see any one.” 

“ Her ladyship, Lady Tichwudd; I knowed 
that bragian boy in front, as looketh doon 
on his own veyther and moother. No room 
for he in my kitchen. I was vorced to box 
the ears of ’un last time.” 

“Do it again, if needful, Moggy. We will 
go and meet Lady Touchwood at the gate. 
Her carriage can not cross the stream. Come, 
Rose, and thank her for her kindness to you 
yesterday.” 

“Keep the horses exercised for one hour, 
and then be here again, to see if I am ready.” 
Mr. Arthur and his danghter heard the order 
given, as they came back reluctantly to the 
draw-bridge, and beheld their visitor, with 
the page behind her, crossing the space be- 
tween the river and the lane. “Ah, how 
pleased I am to see you!” she exclaimed, as 
the Captain lowered his plank, and politely 
led her across it. “I scarcely expected such 
good luck. And darling Rose, how well you 
look! It was very dull yesterday for you, 
I fear. But you would run away so. There 
was to have been a little dance, if the wea- 
ther had only been propitious—what my 
son Richard will call a ‘hop’; and then 
perhaps somebody would not have runaway 
80, or at any rate would not have been al- 
lowed the chance. I know one who would 
have pleaded very hard; and he generally 
manages to get his own way. How ingen- 
ious it was about all those fish! I never 
saw so many, and how fresh they were! 
And how wonderfully you did cook them, 
dear! Canon Botrys made a splendid joke, 
so Mrs. Botrys herself told Julia, who, be- 
tween you and me, Captain, is a trifle jea- 
lous. The Canon said,‘That young lady 
dresses fish almost as well as she dresses 
herself.’ Not so very bad for a dignitary 
of the Church. And he stuck to his plate 
till he got wet through. And then Julia, 
who understands all the foreign tongues, 
said, ‘Give him some Extra Sec to dry him.’ 
Upon the whole, it was very pleasant, ex- 
cept for that abominable rain. But I nev- 
er heard how you got home, my dear. You 
must not think it remiss on my part. All 
was such desperate confusion in the storm.” 

“Oh, I got home beautifully, Lady Touch- 
wood. Colonel Westcombe brought Miss 
Perperaps to her own house, and then he 
brought me to my father’s gate.” 

“Oh, indeed! What a gallant old officer! 
It seems to me that Colonel Westcombe does 
almost everything. And I suppose his son 
was with him too. A very polite young man, 
I believe, though with very little to say for 
himself.” 

“We did not want him to talk,” Rose 
answered, with a little flush of anger on her 
cheeks; “ what we wanted, or at least what 
he wanted, was to bring us safely through 
the dark stormy night, and the dangerous 
roads, which he ventured on for our sake. 
And he did it, though he must have been 
half blinded by the rain. Very few people 
could have done it, I am sure.” 

“My son is a noble whip, and he faces any 
weather. But I made him come inside; for 
he is not of coarse fibre. And even so, I fear 
that he has taken a sad cold. Ever since 
that sad calamity on your premises he has 
caused me great uneasiness. Perhaps no 
other young man in the world could have 
survived it. But he is of such elastic tissue, 
and unusual harmony of juncture—as an 
eminent medical authority pronounced, be- 
fore he was breeched (I beg your pardon for 
the word)—that he seems to rise superior to 
all trials.” 

“ Let us hope, then,” said Mr. Arthur, very 
kindly, “ that he will soon throw off his cold. 
Shall we go into my little sitting-room, 
which’ cherishes a memory of pipes, I fear? 
Or would you like to rest a little in my sum- 
mer plant-house, which is thrown open now, 
and has no sun upon it ?” 

“No, if I may choose, I would rather be 
in-doors. Under glass, I should have an 
expectation, every moment, of my son com- 
ing tumbling in upon me. And I do not 
object to the smell of tobacco. Sir Joseph, 
in his few angel visits to the Park, calls for 
his pipe immediately. And my beloved son 
tries very hard to do it. Such ideas conse- 
crate a smell, however nasty.” 

“You prove again the well-known truth 
of the unselfishness of ladies,” Mr. Arthur 
answered, with a smile more genial than 
any he had yet’ vouchsafed her. For noth- 
ing but the stiffness of his manner and the 
fence of distant courtesy had kept this lady 





from breaking into the coveted circle of his 





own affairs, while, according to the laws 
of nature, she held him in tenfold esteem, 
and viewed him with a hundredfold of in- 
terest, because she could not get at him. 
“ But my Rosie sees that this room is well 
aired, and the door into the greenhouse 
keeps it fresh.” 

“T call it charming—a lovely little room,” 
Lady Touchwood declared, as she tied her 
parasol up; “and the flowers that come tap- 
ping, tapping, as somebody, perhaps Lord 
Byron, says. Julia loves him, but my son 
Richard, who has Grecian features, and 
should be a judge, pronounces his morality 
-imperfect. However, I never read such 
subjects. What’s the use of rhyme? We 
don’t talk in rhyme; and it must take a 
dreadful lot of time to make it. Oh, I 
should so like to take that moss-rose to my 
son! May I ask your daughter to go and 
cut it for me? We can’t grow moss-roses 
at Touchwood Park.” 

While Rose ran away on this little er- 
rand, the visitor told Mr. Arthur briefly that 
she was come to speak about his dear child, 


and could not do it in her presence. So an- 


other commission was found for Rose, and 
she went about it gladly. 

“You have thought it very strange of me 
to come so early,” the visitor resumed, when 
the coast was clear, “but oh, Captain Ar- 
thur, you can make allowance for the deep 
anxieties of a mother. Tired as I was, aft- 
er all the fag of yesterday—for, in simple 
truth, those parties are a dreadful plague— 
not a wink of sleep could I get last night 
with perpetual worry about my darling boy. 
He never used to know his own mind at all, 
and that was so delightful of him. But 
now I fear that his heart is fixed irretriev- 
ably, irre—something (I never can remem- 
ber those big words), something like bad 
play at whist.” 

“TIrrevocably, perhaps?” asked the Cap- 
tain, witha bow. “ But, excuse me; perhaps 
that is not the word.” 

“That is the word to a nicety, and I sup- 
pose there is no English for it. Irrevocably 
fixed his poor young heart is upon your very 
charming daughter. Now don’t say a word 
until I have finished, and then we shall un- 
derstand each other. I could have wished 
it otherwise, as I need hardly say ; although 
I confess it would be difficult to find a nicer, 
a& more charming, @ more lady-like young 
lady. Her behavior yesterday was simply 
perfect; for she scarcely said anything, and 
all she did was useful. Many of the very 
highest people were quite captivated with 
her. What a sweet, pretty thing she had 
goton! Iam sure it must have been made 
in Paris. My daughter Julia was quite put 
out; and it pleased me to see how well she 
bore it.” 

“Excuse my saying that Miss Touchwood, 
in her style, is above all possibility of rival- 
ry.” Mr. Arthur felt that politeness called 
for this, after all those gratifying praises of 
his daughter. : 

“No doubt that was her own opinion. 
Julia never underrates herself, as my son 
Richard always does. People.make a great 
mistake on that account. They positively 
think that my son Richard is below the 
average of intellect. Because he is modest, 
and conceals his gifts, he is supposed net to 
have them. But how could he conceal them, 
if he had not got them? Now that is sound 
reasoning, as you must perceive. Even Mr. 
Short, with all his chatter about logic, could 
never get out of such an argument as that. 
Yet people keep on saying that we ladies 
can not argue!” 

“There can be no greater mistake,” re- 
plied the Captain. “It should rather be 
said that ladies can argue always.” 

“T am so glad that you agree with me, 
because it saves so much reasoning ; and ex- 
citement does not suit me now. I consider 
you infinitely superior, in the style of your 
mind, to Mr. Short, who has the nastiest way 
of putting things. And I have always found 
the military far more reasonable than the 
clericals. Now you have been an officer, 
haven’t you, Captain ?” 


“Well,” said Mr. Arthur, for the turn was . 


sudden, even for a lady, ‘the opinion of 
the ladies always justifies itself, and they 
seem to have commissioned me.” 

“It is not curiosity that makes me ask, 
nor any inferior sentiment, but a lofty sense 
of duty only. The daughter of an officer, 
whether he has fought for his country, or 
whether he has been more lucky, stands 
upon a social level which—which is very 
excusable for any rank to fall in love with 
her. But, Captain Arthur, if this is to go on, 
you would, I trust, leave off gardening. It 
is a very amiable peculiarity, especially if 
you lose money by it, which elevates it 
above trade, and makes it quite respectable. 
You must not feel hurt at my expressions, 
but to have your name upon a basket—what 
would the County families say ?” 

“T have not considered the subject yet 
from that point of view, which.is a new one 
tome. But would the County families pay 
for all I should lose in wicker-work ?” 








“T fear not; for they are dreadful screws. 
They sell their grapes and pine-apples, but 
they object to the appearance of their 
names. However, you might have a pri- 
vate mark—a-star, or a lion, or your family 
crest; so we might get over that objection. 
But you must come out of your retirement, 
Captain Arthur; your seclusion I might 
even call it. You must resume your rank, 
and visit people.” 

“Lady Touchwood, you mean well and 
kindly. And I am bound to hear what you 
have to say, not only with courtesy due to 
a lady, but also with some gratitude. For 
you have not touched on one point which 
would have been the foremost with many 
ladies placed as you are. You have not 
spoken of my poverty. Of that I am not 
ashamed—for no one need be—still it is 
kind of you not to refer to the difference in 
worldly goods between us; and for that I 
respect and like you. And that makes it 
far more difficult for me to say what I must 
say before we understand each other.” 

“Tf it is anything about—about any mis- 
understanding between you and the law, 
surely we can get it put to rights. Sir Jo- 
seph has such influence in the very highest 
quarters.” 

“No, there is nothing of that kind,” he 
replied, with a smile that was perfectly con- 
vincing; “I have never done anything fe- 
lonious. My seclusion is of my own seeking. 
What I have to say is about your son, who 
is a most amiable and lively youth. He 
brought a new spirit into our dull round, 
and we all missed him greatly when he left 
us. But if there were no other obstacles, 
although, as you clearly see, there are plen- 
ty, there is a fatal one at the outset. The 
character of your son is not formed yet. He 
is volatile, versatile, clever in his way, but 
a perfect boy at present.” 

“That is exactly what his father says,” 
Lady Touchwood answered, with unwonted 
self-control ; “but youth is a fault that will 
right itself. You will not condemn him on 
that account.” 

“Tt is a fault that should right itself be- 
fore marriage, and even before an engage- 
ment is formed,” Mr. Arthur said, decisively ; 
“unless the lady is of strong commanding 
spirit, and can shape her lord. My little 
Rosie is gentle, sensitive, warm-hearted, lov- 
ing, and impetuous sometimes, but never in- 
clined to be imperative. She is wholly un- 
suitable for your son.” 

“Then am I to understand, Mr. Arthur, 
that you decline to have anything to do with 
my Dicky ?” 

“By no means. I am always glad to see 
him; and indeed I have a hunt in view for 
him. But concerning of my daughter, as 
the people say here, it is not to be thought 
of; and I can trust her.” 

Lady Touchwood looked at him with an- 
ger in her eyes, and the vertical lines of tem- 
per on her forehead deepening into a puzzle 
of dismay. She wanted to say the rudest 
thing that she could think of, and cast about 
for it, and would have found it, if the eyes 
of her antagonist had either flashed or wa- 
vered. But the Captain regarded her, from 
his superior height, with a gaze of good-will, 
not only philosophical, but of the very finest 
breeding. ‘He must be somebody. Per- 
haps he isalord! He would jump at Dicky, 
unless he was a lord,” were the ponderings 
of her mind, which made her hamble. 

“Tam sure, Captain Arthur, that you mean 
it for the best.” She relapsed from the baf- 
fled issue of great wrath into the common- 
place, as hot people do. “You are the best 
judge upon such matters. You have seen a 
vast deal of the world, that is certain, from 
the common-sense of what you say. No- 
body gets common-sense without it. I am 
disappointed. Ican say no more. My son 
is an exceedingly interesting young man, 
and hitherto nobody has been able to resist 
him. He is so much accustomed to have 
his own way, this will be a bitter blow to 
him.” 

“And it will do him good, a weight of 
good, a world of good. You will have cause 
to be glad of this little check to his rapidity. 
Ladies have such sympathy with love af- 
fairs that they scarcely ask how they will 
react upon themselves. If your son were 
engaged before he is a man, what peace 
would you ever have with him? Every day 
he would vow to be married to-morrow.” 

“That is true enough,” said Lady Touch- 
wood. “How you have understood his 
brave nature!” 

“Then, if you let him marry, what would 
come of it? His bride would be everything, 
while she was a bride, and he would even be 
rude to his dear mother. Let him wait ten 
years, Lady Touchwood; and he will be a 
man by that time, or at any rate he ought 
to be.” 

“Your advice is excellent,” the lady an- 
swered, for some of her tenderest feelings 
had been touched. - “ Dicky is already very 
difficult to manage. And if he had a wife 
to encourage him, my condition would be 
dreadful, as you say. I quite agree with 
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you, that he should wait for many years. 
But I have such a dread of his being en- 
tangled by some objectionable person ; and 
he turns up his nose against girls with mon- 
ey. There is a most charming girl, Chryso- 
lite Moneywig—not half so nice as your 
daughter, I admit, because she is captious, 
and conceited, and a prig, and thinks too 
much of literature, and she dresses accord- 
ing to the poets always, which is the most 
absurd thing—with a hundred thousand 
pounds. However, I could keep her down, 
no doubt; because she must be a foolish 
thing. But Dicky is afraid of her; and she 
won’t have him, unless he should happen to 
be senior wrangler. And he doesn’t seem 
to care to be that sort of thing.” 

“Never mind; let him act according to 
his lights,” Mr. Arthur answered, with a 
cheerful smile. ‘ You are happy in having 
a son, Lady Touchwood, who is healthy, 
active, and easily pleased, and as frank as 
the day about everything. Such natures 
are happiest in the long-run, for they sel- 
dom fall into great depth of trouble. He 
will soon get over this, and be as bright as 
ever.” 

“But will you break it to him? He has 
been so plaguesome. Yesterday something 
made him frightfully jealous. And you 
have more influence with him than any 
one. He always speaks of you so highly.” 

“Certainly I will, if you wish me to do 
so. I will be gentle with him, as I need 
not tell you. And itis better to act at once 
decisively.” 

With this understanding, Lady Touch- 
wood left, feeling more good-will toward 
Mr. Arthur than could have been expected 
in so delicate a case. 

[To BE CONTINUED.) 





THE EXHIBITION AT MILAN. 


[CorRESPONDENCE OF Harper’s WEEKLY. ] 
Miuan, June 27, 1881. 
Not only the Italians themselves, but the 
majority of intelligent foreigners in Lom- 


bardy, have come to regard the Exhibition. 


at present in progress in Milan less as an 
ordinary show than as a splendid evidence 
of the progress that Italy is making as a 
nation since her political troubles were 
brought to an end by the genius of Cavour 
and the energy of Victor Emanuel. Though 
nominally second, this is virtually the first 

’ Exhibition in which a fair exposition has 
been made of the position of the country in 
art and industry since her happy unifica- 
tion. Initiated toward the end of 1879 by 
the Milan Chamber of Commerce, the idea 
of a National Exhibition to be held at this 
time developed until it took shape in the 
present magnificent arrangements. The 
whole history of its growth is a signal in- 
stance of what can be-accomplished by pri- 
vate enterprise and experience. The first 
step taken by the Chamber was the ap- 
pointment of a committee, which imme- 
diately began to issue a stirring appeal for 
subscriptious. These came in rapidly, and 
soon reached the sum of $160,000. Later 
on, the government granted a subsidy of 
$100,000, and the committee was thus able 
to carry out the project which had been so 
rapidly conceived without any vexatious 
delay from want of funds. 

The site so happily chosen for the build- 
ing was the Public Gardens, not more than 
five minutes’ drive from the Duomo and the 
Galleria Vittorio Emmanuele, and almost 
adjoining the railway station. The build- 
ings themselves cover a total area of nearly 
500,000 square meters, and the entire space 
devoted to the Exhibition, including the 
open courts, is no less than 200,000 meters. 

_ The principal fagade, which is semicircular, 
is in the Renaissance style, is surmounted 
by a symbolical group from the studio of 
Signor Bisi, and is decorated by a series of 
allegorical figures. 

The Exhibition was opened on May 5 
amid. a scene of splendid rejoicing. The 
streets of Milan were gay with national 
. flags displayed from all the houses, and the 
balconies were filled with enthusiastic cit- 
izens waiting to see the procession. The 
crowd in the streets was so dense that it 
finally became necessary to change the 
route. A tremendous feature of the open- 
ing was the illumination of the city. It 
was designed and arranged by Cavaliere 
Ottino, who illuminated Rome in 1871 on 
the occasion of the state visit of Victor 
Emanuel. The lighting up of Milan was 
produced by nearly 200,000 gas and other 
flames. The Piazza del Duomo was most 
beautiful—a garden of light; in the centre, 
where the band played, was a palm-tree 
surrounded with weeping-willows formed 
by gas jets. Before the Galleria Vittorio 
Emmanuele was a great facade in colored 
glass, with a wonderful garland of flowers, 
all of light. The ancient and stately ca- 
thedral, with its population of marble stat- 
ues, was illuminated by four rays of electric 
light proceeding from the two southern and 
northern corners of the piazza, from the 





archbishop’s palace, and from a house to the 
left in Corso Vittorio Emmanuelle. The 
beautiful drive on the old Bastion, with its 
five rows of trees, uniting Porta Venezia and 
Porta Nuova, was changed into an arched 
gallery formed of colored lamps. The mon- 
ument of Cavour, in the piazza named after 
him, was festooned with flowers of light, 
and the names of Rome, Naples, Venice, Pa- 
lermo, and other cities illuminated as if to 
salute his memory. 

On entering the Exhibition the visitor 
passes at once into a handsome court, where 
are displayed tissues of every kind. On 
each side of this are lofty aisles, while at 
the further end is a sort of winter garden 
ornamented in the Pompeiian style, and in 
whose centre plays a fountain which dis- 
charges its waters into a basin of amethyst 
blue, and opening on to the magnificent 
and well-shaded Passeggiata di Venezia. 
To the right of the gallery are situated the 
huge naves and transepts in which are the 
powerful engines that provide the motive 
power for the machinery at work in the 
Exhibition, and between them is the pic- 
ture-gallery full of works of art sent from 
all the professional schools of the kingdom. 
To the left of the principal front there is a 
short passage leading into a spacious hexa- 
gon, which is connected by glazed corridors 
with the royal villa and its beautiful gar- 
den, which has been placed at the disposal 
of the Exhibition Committee by the King. 
The hexagon itself, in which is displayed 
all the wealth of Italian ceramic art, to- 
gether with a precious collection of glass, 
jewelry, and artistic bronze-work, opens on 
to the garden, among the trees and shrubs 
of which rise numerous kiosks and cottages, 
giving examples of various styles of nation- 
al architecture ; Swiss, Russian, Greek, and 
Oriental are all represented, and each build- 
ing serves for the exhibition of some spe- 
cialty. Especially interesting is the one 
occupied by the. Italian Alpine Club, while 
the ordinary visitor is not less attracted by 
those devoted to the sale of beer, lemonade, 
ices, and other refreshments. 

One of the great attractions of the Exhi- 
bition is the Gallery of Work, which is sit- 
uated next to that in which the working 
machinery is located. Many of the leading 
industries of Italy are there represented, 
but no part of the gallery is more crowded 
than that in which the process of silk man- 
ufacture is shown in all its stages, from the 
preservation of the “grain,” dr egg, to the 
weaving of the silk. Connected with this 
department may be mentioned the name of 
Signor Guido Susani. The apparatus set up 
by him, especially that connected with the 
preservation of the egg during the autumn 
and winter, has attracted many breeders of 
silk-worms, who are much struck with the 
ingenuity displayed. Passing on, we come 
to the.space in which Messrs. Bohringer, 


“Mylino; & Co. exhibit their apparatus for 


the concentration of milk and for cheese- 
making on a large scale. The machinery 
used in all the different operations is con- 
stantly at work,.and the numerous specta- 
tors have the opportunity of comparing the 
condensed milk, as prepared for export, with 
that fresh from the cow, and the general 
verdict is that it loses none of its agreeable 
qualities in the process. The various stages 
of chocolate manufacture are shown. There 
is also a stall where the Tobacco Company 
exhibit the making of cigars and cigarettes. 
Many visitors also find their way to the tem- 
porary mint, also in this gallery, where com- 
memorative medals of the Exhibition are 
struck off and sold in large numbers. 

Any one who studies the various speci- 
mens of raw material sent from the mines 
worked in different parts of the peninsula 
can not but be struck with the wonderful 
wealth that Italy keeps buried beneath the 
surface of her fertile soil. The most impor- 
tant of such products are iron, sulphur, cop- 
per, and marble. One of the most conspic- 
uous objects here is an immense block of 
marble, weighing fifteen tons, which comes 
from Saragozza. A specialty of Italy is her 
peat and fossilized wood, of which blocks of 
eighteen tons have been brought from the 
centre of Romagna. Several English com- 
panies are working Italian mines. One is 
working the sulphur mines at Cesena; an- 
other company is working at Turin ; a third 
exhibits gold ore. The only tin mines in 
Italy are in the province of Pisa, and belong 
to an English company. In all the other 
mines, however, which are numerous, the 
work is entirely Italian; and one has only 
to study the numerous machines, both in- 
dustrial and agricultural, and the great en- 
gines which have been manufactured in 
Milan, Genoa, Turin, Bologna, and Naples, 
to see how thoroughly the art of working 
in metal is understood. 

The committee has exhibited a praise- 
worthy liberality in the space it has de- 
voted to the fine arts. In the beginning, 
@ sum amounting to about $8000 was given 
for the support of this department of the 
Exhibition, and the committee also obtained 








from the government a loan of the Palazzo 
del Senato, in which may be seen 2000 works 
of.art, pictures, statues, and drawings select- 
ed from among the number sent in. These 
are arranged in two main halls—a succes- 
sion of apartments on each side—and two 
long galleries, called porticoes. The merit 
of the sculptures is far beyond that of the 
paintings. The first are almost entirely of 
Milanese origin, and show the utmost skill 
in execution and finish. Effects are pro- 
duced in marble that might well be consid- 
ered impossible if they were not here dis- 
played. There is a group of a mother and 
child, the former about to plunge the infant 
in his bath, where the sponge floats within 
the basin of water with a realistic effect 
that is simply amazing. 

Considerable fault has been found with 
these sculptures from the very fact that 
their remarkable execution seems to out- 
weigh their sentiment and expression. The 
impression produced is rather wonder that 
such effects can be produced in marble than 
any feeling of admiration or lofty emotion. 
There are, however, some exquisite bits of 
carving, the most pleasing, perhaps, being 
the statues of children, the little folks and 
their frocks and ribbons affording an ad- 
mirable opportunity for the display of the 
technical skill so earnestly sought after by 
these Milanese sculptors. There is a colos- 
sal bronze statue of Napoleon III. in the 
centre of the main hall, which has been 
greatly praised by critics. Among the pic- 
tures the greatest success has been made in 
genre art, and there are also some fine Vene- 
tian interiors. A good many fine portraits 
are displayed, one of Queen Margherita, 
painted upon glass by Moretti, being an ex- 
quisite work of art. In addition to its main 
work on the central Exhibition, the Execu- 
tive Committee has also, by the appointment 
of various sub-committees, provided for the 
opening of several subsidiary exhibitions of 
a more technical character. Among these 
the first place is perhaps due to the horti- 
cultural exhibition, which has been estab- 
lished inside the inclosure, and which, be- 
sides a rich display of fruits and flowers, 
contains a useful collection of agricultural 
tools and appliances. Then there is the 
international musical exhibition, in the Con- 
servatoire, where the visitor will find a 
valuable collection of ancient and modern 
musical instruments, as well as celebrated 
scores and other interesting manuscripts. 
In addition to these are a meteorological 


‘and a zootechnical exhibition, and depart- 


ments devoted to chess, gymnastics, fencing, 
and other games and sports. 

In connection with the Exhibition there 
have been two opera seasons arranged at 
La Scala, the principal theatre of Milan, 
one in the spring and the other in the au- 
tumn. The Arena, a huge stone building, 
equalling in size the old Roman circuses, 
and in which 30,000 spectators can be seat- 
ed, has been converted into a sort of theatre 
and fair, with pantomime, ballet, and other 
popular amusements. All are lighted up 
by the Brush electric light. Among other 
miscellaneous amusements provided for vis- 
itors during the summer may be mentioned 
a panorama, a circus, and a captive balloon. 

The price of everything in the Exhibition 
is exceedingly moderate. With very little 
money one can buy a Florentine mosaic 
which is a perfect imitation of flowers, or a 
Roman one which resembles an oil-painting, 
or a Veuetian, of which the squares are 
rather larger. With a few hundred francs 
one can buy a splendid piece of furniture, 
of which the inlaid-work resembles sculp- 
ture, and the drawing represents the joy- 
ous and classic dances of the Loves and the 
Graces. Foreigners and Italians rival each 
other in their purchases, and, above all, the 
English distinguish themselves. For a 
small sum one may purchase a vase or a cup 
of exquisite manufacture. 








WAIFS AND STRAYS. 


TunnkL No. 15-on the main line of the Central 
Pacific Railroad, near Truckee, is between seven- 
ty-five and one hundred feet in length, and the 
roof was strengthened by a mass of timbers. The 
engineer of an emigrant train, approaching the 
tunnel recéntly at the usual speed, saw, when 
within a hundred feet of the opening, that the 
whole interior of the tunnel was ablaze. He and 
the fireman leaped from the cab, having first shut 
off steam. The locomotive plunged through the 
roaring furnace, and then jumped the track, stop- 
ping the rest of the train. Four baggage cars 
were halted in the flames, or so near that they 
were destroyed by fire. Had the train gone on 
for a short distance, a car filled with dozing and 
sleeping passengers might have been stopped in 
the midst of the flames. 





That which has been written concerning the 
miscreant who shot President Garfield would 
make a volume of considerable size were it put 
in book form. A great many persons in differ- 
ent parts of the country have contributed to it. 
It- covers the period from his birth to the moment 
when he sneaked up behind the President and 
shot him, and all that he has done since. In this 








volume of facts there is nothing to warrant the 
suspicion that the fellow ever had one redeeming 
trait; and the qualities which have been most 
conspicuous in him are those which are most de- 
spised by all men, whether viewed from the 
stand-point of Christianity, or of morality simply, 
or of simple honesty, or of what men call manly 
honor, or of what criminals calt honor among 
thieves. To this record the father of its subject 
has contributed in writing, and his brother in in- 
terviews with newspaper reporters. It is doubt- 
ful whether so much was ever written about any 
other person without affording room for a sus- 
picion that some one had at some time discover- 
ed in him some slight indication of a redeeming 
quality. 





Troquois had hardly made sure of the blue rib- 
bon on Derby-day, before his owner, Mr. Loril- 
lard, received a cable message from England as 
follows, “ Iropertow.” ' It had been arranged that 
the first three letters of the successful horses’ 
names should be telegraphed; aud those which 
got places were Iroquois, Peregrine, and Town 
Moor. The receiver of the message doubtless 
thought that “TIropertow” wes a more euphonic 
word than ‘‘ Pertowiro” or “ Towperiro” would 
have been. 





Remembering what the city has suffered under 
the yellow fever scourge, the Memphis Board of 
Health issued an order, to take effect on July 10, 
that no boat from down the river carrying arti- 
cles likely to contain germs of the disease, and 
no passenger on such boat, be permitted to come 
to the wharf in.that city; and recommending 
that merchandise of the prohibited class be 
shipped in sealed barges past that port for nine- 


_ty days. 





An astronomer whose point of observation is 
in the far Southwest announces that the comet 
“has tangled its tail around the north star, and 
moves proudly in a circle.” ~ Naturally he will 
attribute the gradual approach of the comet to- 
ward that star to the winding up of the tail. 





Astronomers are unable to agree as to whether 
there is a split in the comet. The fact that no 
dead-lock has ensued would seem to be a strong 
point in support of the negative. 





A quantity of paper pulp made of sawdust is 
to be sent from Canada to England, where the 
question of its value will be determined. The 
pulp will be made into paper in an English fac- 
tory, and experiments will be made as to the 
uses to which it may be put. Capitalists in the 
lumber regions of the Dominion are awaiting the 
result with considerable interest. 





The bulletins issued by the President’s physi- 
cians served to instruct the people in the nature of 
gunshot wounds and the process of recovery from 
them. The minutest information as to what took 
place, what was feared, and what was favorable, 
was read by almost everybody, and the public 
learned an instructive chapter very thoroughly in 
short lessons. The search for facts*upon which 
to base hopes of the President’s recovery.brought 
to light a curious record of wounds of a similar 
nature, some of which were suffered by men of 
considerable prominence, the circumstances of 
whose injury had been forgotten by the public. 
In the great majority of cases, however, the he- 
roes of remarkable recoveries were inconspicu- 
ous persons, and their cases, being brought to 
notice, may be of considerable value to the med- 
ical world. 





The inference is that the beard has the prop- 
erty of counteracting the evil that lurks in mus- 
taches, since the French Minister of Marine has 
issued a decree to-the effect that naval officers 
and seamen may wear beards and mustaches, but 
may not wear mustaches without beards. 





The chaplain of the church at Ascension Island, 
being sorely troubled by the determination of so 
many of his congregation to occupy front seats, 
put up a notice to the effect that this privilege 
would be granted according to age. His greatest 
difficulty now is to get any of the ladies to sit in 
the front part of the house. 





At the door of a ready-made clothing store in 
one of the poorer quarters of Paris is the sign: 
“‘ Don’t go somewhere else to be robbed; walk in 
here.” 





On the day before the shooting of President 
Garfield, a strange negro appeared among the 
colored folks of Richmond, Virginia, and said, in 
warning tones, “De comet’s tail am up!” The 
affrighted negroes took up the cry, and looking 
solemnly into each other’s faces, groaned, “ De 
comet’s tailamup!” Just before sunset the sky 
was illumined by a strange light, which changed 
and flashed like the aurora borealis, and the cry 
of the darkies was, ‘‘ The comet has done bust !” 
Leaders among the colored people predicted that 
within a few hours a blazing mantle from the 
shattered tail of the comet would inwrap the 
earth, and that all living things would be roasted 
under its fiery folds; and the impenitent were 
warned to seek religion at once. The Rev. John 
Jasper, who stood out against the world in hold- 
ing that the sun “do move,” had been taken ill; 
then the President was shot; and shortly after- 
ward a popular man among the colored people, 
Park Moody, came to a violent death. Evils with- 
out termination seemed to have begun, and the 
comet was regarded as the bringer of all that 
had come and all that were to come. The rush 
to get religion and be prepared for the worst was 
for several days so great that the business of the 
large tobacco factories was seriously cbstructed 
by the absence, either of body or of mind, of the 
colored workmen. 
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Tuk Prrsipenr, ** The 
die.” 
: Tue heart of the nation is strone: 


The heart of 
Ol soldier, 
And it will not let thee die. 
The heart of the nation is true 
It gave thee a pledge for j 


The heart of the 
Brave soldier, 





Good soldier, 


And it will not Jet thee die. 


It will bear thee up in its strength, and lighten all thy cares: 

It will comfort thee with its love, and share thy humble pravers ; 

So look with a hopeful confidence to Him who rules on hich, 
For the heart of the nation is thine, 


Old soldier, 


And it prays that thou may not die. 
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THE HEART OF THE NATION: 

“The heart of the nation is in this room.” 

heart of the nation will not let the old soldier 
—New York Herald, July 14. 
from sea unto sea 

It throbs with a passionate tide, invincible, free ; 

It never wearies nor faints, no enemy maketh it fly: 

the nation is strong, 


; its bands are as steel; 
Steady and loyal its love, quick to do and to feel 


Joy or grief; it will not lie: 
nation is true, 


And it will not let thee die. 


The heart of the nation is kind, tender, and true, and strone 

It throbs to thy weary pain, it burns with thy bitter wrone: 

It will turn to no lesser love; so keep thy courage high re 
The heart of the nation is kind, 


HOW TO GET A REST THIS SUMMER. 


THE PRESIDENT’S ROOM. 

‘THE room in the White House in which President Gar- 
FIELD has lain sinee he was shot down is an object of in- 
terest to all Americans, and we take pleasure in presenting 
to the readers of HARPER’s WEEKLY a double-page picture of 
it, cugraved from a careful sketch made on the spot: by our 
special artist, Mr. WiLLiAM A. RoGers. Without intruding 
upon the privacy of the sick-room, Mr. ROGERS was permit- 
ted to sit just within the door, where the attendant is 
shown in our picture, from which position, unperceived by 
the patient,and without disturbing him, he sketched the 


| details of the room and the persons about the President’s 


bedside. 

At the moment when the sketch was taken, Mrs. GAR- 
FIELD and Dr. BLIss were standing at the head of the bed, 
Dr. Susan A. Epson and General Swarm were sitting on 


| opposite sides, near the foot, and there were one or two 


other persons in the room, ready to be of service at a mo- 
ment’s notice, should it be required. The apparatus for 
cooling the room artificially, without which the patient 


JOHN A. APPLETON, 
THF portrait, given on the next page, of the late JOHN 


| A. APPLETON, who died at his residence on Staten Island on 


| 


must have suffered greatly from the heat in addition to the | 


other dangers to which he was subjected, was working ad- 
mirably, and the temperature was even and comfortable. 
Our readers can rely implicitly on the absolute accuracy 
of the drawing, and the picture will be an interesting souve- 
nir of the time when “the heart of‘the nation” was in the 


| room where the President was lying. 


the 13th inst., in the sixty-fifth year of his age, is that of a 
gentleman who occupied a deservedly high position among 
the leading publishers of the time. There is scarcely a 
hamlet in the United States where the name of the firm 
of D. APPLETON & Co. has not found its honorable way, 
and its healthful influence uniformly exerted. In ‘con- 
junction with his brothers, WILLIAM H. and DantEx 8. AP- 
PLETON, he became a member of the firm twenty-three 
years ago, and from that time to the period of his decease 
took an active part in the multifarious and constantly in- 
creasing business of the establishment. Taking no promi- 
nent part in what are popularly called public or political 
affairs, he was a prompt participant in the religious and 
benevolent matters of his immediate neighborhood, and a 
bounteous donor to its charities. At his fine country-seat 
on Staten Island, where he resided throughout the year, he 
delighted in receiving his friends, and in dispensing a re- 
fined and liberal hospitality. He was a man of fine culture, 


| and possessed an extended knowledge of literature. His 


way of life was as modest and unassuming as his charac- 
ter was manly, straightforward, and irreproachable. Mr. 
APPLETON was highly esteemed by all who knew him, both 
in social intercourse and in the transaction of business, 
and his death was deeply regretted. 
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SURGEON-GENERAL J. K, BARNES. 
PuotrocraruEp sy C. M. Be. 


THE HON. WARNER MILLER. 


THE Hon. WARNER MILLER, who was on 
Saturday last chosen to succeed ex-Senator 
Tuomas C. PLatt, was born in Oswego 
County, New York, August 12, 1838, and 
graduated at Union College in 1860. On 
leaving college he began teaching in the 
Fort Edward Collegiate Institute, but when 
the war broke out he enlisted as a private 
in the Fifth New York Cavalry. He served 
in the Shenandoah Valley with distinction, 
and was promoted to be Sergeant-Major and 
Lieutenant. At the battle of Winchester 
he was taken prisoner, and remained in cap- 
tivity till the close of the war. Mr. MILLER 
then made a trip to Europe, but soon re- 
turned, andestablished himself in the paper- 
manufacturing business in Herkimer County, 
and a few years ago he erected a mill at Ly- 
onsdale, Lewis County, for the manufacture 
of pulp and paper. 

Mr. MILLER made his first appearance in 
public life in 1873, when he was elected to 
the Assembly as a Republican from Herki- 
wer County. He was re-elected in 1874. 
During his two years in the Assembly he 
was an influential member. In 1878 he was 
elected to the Forty-sixth Congress from 
the Twenty-second District, and in 1820 he 
was elected to the Forty-seventh Congress. 
In addition to his large manufacturing in- 








DR. D. W. BLISS. 


Puotograrurp by C, M. Brut. 











DR. D. H. AGNEW. 
Puotocrarnep by F, GutTekunst. 
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THE LATE JOHN A. APPLETON.—[Ser Pace 508.) 











DR. J. J. WOODWARD. 
Puotocraruep uy C. M. Bei. 

















DR. FRANK HAMILTON. 


Puorocrarucp by Mora. 








DR. ROBERT REYBURN. 


Puorograrnep uy UKE 


terests, Mr. MILLER owns a fine farm in Her- 
kimer County, which he manages himself, 
and all efforts for the promotion of the in- 
terests of agriculture and agricultural labor. 
ers find in him a warm and generous sup- 
porter. 


IN CHARGE OF THE PRESIDENT. 
OUR readers will be interested in the por- 
traits of the medical gentlemen who have 
had charge of the President’s case from the 
hour when he was shot to the present time. 
Drs. BLIiss, WOODWARD, BARNES, and REyY- 
BURN have been in constant attendance at 
the White House, with Drs. AGNEW and 
HAMILTON as consulting physicians. That 
they have managed the case with great skill 
is adinitted by the highest medical and sur- 
gical authorities in the country; and their 
watchful fidelity and unremitting care have 
earned them the gratitude of the whole na- 
tion. Mention should alse be made of the 
services of Dr. SUSAN Epson, whose portrait 
appears in our double-page picture. She 
has been from the first a most sympathetic 
and efticient nurse, supplementing the med- 
ical and surgical treatment: in a manner of 
which only a woman is capable. The coun- 
try has every reason to be satisfied with the 
way in which the Président has been treat- 
ed by his medical attendants and advisers. 


THE HON. WARNER MILLER.—Pnortocrarnep py tur Notman Puotograpnio Company. 
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THE ARCHERY TOURNAMENT. 


Tne third annual meeting of the National 
Archery Association at the Brooklyn Parade 
Ground, Tuesday, Wednesday, and Thurs- 
day of last week, under the presidency of 
Major A. G. CONSTABLE, was as pleasing and 
successful a meet as the most devoted archer 
could desire. It is true that the sun has 
looked down upon the scene a trifle more 
fervently than seemed absolutely necessary, 
and the storm of Wednesday was rather 
more furious than was consistent with com- 
fort; but, on the whole, the weather be- 
haved very much as if it was thoroughly in 
harmony with the sport. 

The grounds, dotted here and there with 
the party-colored targets, the gayly adorned 
tents, and the inclosure fringed with flags 
formed a beautiful setting for the archers, 
in costumes more or less: picturesque, and 
the spectators, who treated the matter much 
as if it were some gigantic lawn party, 
where each brought his own refreshments, 
or purchased them of the obliging caterer 
on the grounds. 

Twenty-five clubs from different portions 
of the country, one coming from San Fran- 
cisco, participated in the sport of competing 
for the 120 prizes offered. The members of 
each broiled in the sun as they marched 
back and forth to the sound of the bugle 
and drum, quite as merry as are supposed to 
have been the archers of old, who depended 
more often upon the accuracy of their aim 
for a dinner than upon their chances of find- 
ing a restaurant somewhere in the green- 
wood. If the shade of Robin Hood finds 
it possible to roam anywhere in the vicinity 
of Prospect Park, he might have felt ex- 
tremely well pleased at the number of devo- 
tees who bent the yew, or any other kind 
of a bow, although in a few cases the skill 
displayed may not have been all he could 
have asked for. 

On Tuesday and Wednesday the real 
event of the meeting occurred, which was 
the contest for the National medals, the la- 
dies in the National round shooting forty- 
eight arrows at sixty yards, and twenty-four 
at fifty yards, the gentlemen in the York 
round shooting seventy-two arrows at one 
hundred yards, forty-eight at eighty, and 
twenty-four at sixty. On Thursday was 
given the grand team shoot, the American 
round, the ladies’ and gentlemen’s handi- 
cap, and the press match. 

Mrs. GIBBEs, of the Newark Club, carried 
away one of the National medals, and Mr. 
FRANK WALWORTH, of Saratoga, won the 
other with a score of 763, showing some su- 
perb shooting during the entire meeting. 
About one hundred archers contested each 
day. The tournament was brought to a 
close by the distribution of the prizes, Thurs- 
day night, and it was the unanimous opin- 
ion of the archers that in every particular 
their third annual meet had been both pleas- 
ing and successful. 


— — 


MEMORY IN ANTS. 

THE general fact that whenever an ant 
finds her way to a store of food or larve she 
will return to it again and again, in a more or 
less direct line from her nest, constitutes am- 
ple proof that the ant remembers her way to 
the store of food. It is of interest to note 
that the nature of this inseet-memory ap- 
pears to be identical with that of memory 
in general. Thus, a new fact becomes im- 
pressed upon ant-memory by repetition, and 
the impression is liable to become effaced 
by lapse of time. 

Sir John Lubbock found it necessary to 
teach the insects, by a repetition of several 
lessons, their way to treasure, if that way 
were long or unusual. With regard to the 
duration of memory in ants, it does not ap- 
pear that any direct experiments have been 
made, but the following observation by 
Mr. Belt on its apparent duration in the 
leaf-cutting ant may be here stated. Some 
years ago he found his garden invaded by 
these ants, and on following up their paths 
he found their nest about a hundred yards 
distant. He poured down their burrows a 
pint of diluted carbolic acid. The maraud- 
ing parties were at once drawn off from the 
garden to meet the danger at home, while 
in the burrows themselves the greatest con- 
fusion prevailed. Next day he found the 
ants busily engaged in bringing up the ant 
food from the old burrows, and carrying it 
to newly formed ones a few yards distant. 

These, however, turned out to be intend- 
ed only as temporary repositories, for in a 
few days both old and new burrows were 
entirely deserted, so that he supposed all 
the ants to have died. Subsequently, how- 
ever, he found that they had migrated to a 
new site, about two hundred yards from the 
old one, and there established themselves in 
anew nest. Twelve months later the ants 
again invaded his garden, and again he 
treated them to a strong dose of carbolic 
acid. The ants, as on the previous occa- 
sion, were at once withdrawn from his gar- 





den, and two days afterward he found “all 
the survivors at work on one track that led 
directly to the old nest of the year before, 
where they were busily employed in mak- 
ing new excavations....It was a wholesale 
and entire migration.” Mr. Belt adds: “I 
do not doubt that some of the leading minds 
in this formicarium recollected the nest of 
the year before, and directed the migration 
to it.” 

Of course it is possible that the leaders of 
the migration may have simply stumbled 
on the old burrews by accident, and, finding 
them already prepared as a nest, forthwith 
proceeded to transfer the food and larve; 
but as the old and the new burrows were 
separated from one another by so consider- 
able a distance, this supposition does not 
seem probable, and the only other one open 
is that the ants remembered their former 
home for a period of twelve months. This 
supposition is rendered the more probable 
from a somewhat analogous case recorded 
by Karl Vogt in his Lectures on Useful and 
Harmless Animals. For several successive 
years ants from a certain nest used to go 
throngh certain inhabited streets to a chem- 
ist’s shop 2000 yards distant, in order to ob- 
tain access to a vessel filled with syrup. As 
it can not be supposed that this vessel was 
found in successive working seasons by as 
many successive accidents, it can only, be 
concluded that the ants remembered the 
syrup store from season to season. 





HORSFORD’S ACID PHOSPHATE 


For nervous debility, enfeebled digestion, etc. Pam- 
+7 ia Rumford Chemical Works, Providence, 
.—[{Adv.] 





Do not use chalk or magnesia, or any prepara- 
tion containing those articles, as they will ruin 
your skin, Use Riker’s American Face Powder, 
containing no injurious ingredient. Warranted 
to stand every test. 25c. per box. Those who 
prefer a liquid preparation will find Riker’s Cream 
of Roses the most satisfactory article they can 
use.—[ Com. ] 





GOOD BABIES. 
’Ti8 a jolly day from East to West, 
For children thrive, and mothers rest, 
The darling girls all named Victoria, 
And with the boys, they have Castoria. 
It is a fact, there is no ‘may be,” 
A mother’s milk can’t save the baby, 
While sweet Castoria digests their food, : 
Gives them health and makes them good.—[{Adv.]} 





Nrarty all the ills that afflict mankind can be pre- 
vented and cured by keeping the stomach, liver, and 
kidneys in perfect working order. There is no :medi- 
cine known that will do this as quickly and surely 
as Parker's Ginger Tonic.—[Adv.] 





MURRAY & LANMAN’S FLORIDA WATER, 
When used in the bath or at the toilet, purifies, softens, 
and whitens the skin; refreshes, invigorates, and im- 
parts a delightful sensation of coolness and buoyancy, 
at the same time diffusing a charming and lasting fra- 
grance of rare exotic flowers. It is greatly superior 
to Eau de Cologne. 

Lanman & Kemp, New York, Sole Proprietors. 

Sold by all Chemists and Perfumers. Wholesale 
Depot in London, No. 7 Snow Hill.—[{Adv.] 





Tue beauty and color of the hair may be safely 
regained by using Parker's Hair Balsam, which is 
much admired for its perfume and cleanliness,—[Adv.] 





Nortnine like Tokio Powder for suppressiag all un- 
pleasant odor from perspiration. At Druggists.-[Adv.]} 





ADVERTISEMENTS, 


MINTON'S 222°, TILES 


hina Works, Stoke-upon-Trent. 

Also, THE CAMPBELL BRICK & TILE CO.’S 
Encaustic and Geometrical Floor Tiles, Mosaics, &. 
THOS. ASPINWALL & SON, 
604 Broadway, New York, 

Sole Agents in the United States. 


FARM FESTIVALS, 


By Wit Cartetox, Author of “Farm Ballads,” 
“Farm Legends,” and “ Ceatennial Rhymes.” 
With numerous characteristic Illustrations. 
8vo, Illuminated Cloth, $2 00; Gilt Edges, 
$2 50. 











There {is in his poetry a fidelity to nature that de- 
serves the highest praise. He does not describe to 
us his dramatis persone, but he places them before 
us, and they tell their own story. * ** Mr. Carleton is, 
in his way, as truly a creator of character as Robert 
Browning, and we recognize in him not only the 
genius which creates, but the art which exhibits his 
creations with a skill that commands our attention. 
—N. Y. Times, 

His ballads are genuine transcripts of nature, ad- 
mirable genre pictures from life. They exhibit an 
originality of conception and power of execution 
which entitle the smtber to claim rank as a master in 
this field of poetic literature.—N. ¥. Evening Post. 

Mr. Carleton’s work is honest and faithful and 
graphic.—JN. Y. Independent. 





Published by HARPER & BROTHERS, New York. 


oa Sent by mail, postage prepaid, to any part of the 
United States, on receipt of the price, 








Upham’s Asthma Cure 
never fails, Sold by ail dealers. 
Only 5Oc.a box ; bymail 6Oc. 
8.C. UPHAM, Philadelphia, Pa. 








Sprains, Burns, Sunburns, Bruises, Soreness, 
Insect Bites, Ivy Poisoning, Boils, 
Old Sores, &c. 
THE WONDER OF HEALING. 


For Hemorrhages it|It is the Ladies’ 


is the staunch-| Friend. — All female 
er of bleeding in complaints yield to its 
ence. wondrous power. 


a@ mar-| most obstinate cases are 
vellous manner. cured. 


ana | Toothache,Faceache, 

For In@amed Bites of Insects,Sore 

Feet, and all diseases of 

an In —— charac- 

og are certainly cured 
y 





without theslightest fear 
of harm. POND’S EXTRACT. 
The attention of 


Tourists and Travellers 


Is especially directed to the importance of providin 
themselves with a supply of POND’S EXTRACT. It 
is invaluable in case o idents, sick headache, &c. 

CAUTION.—POND’S EXTRACT has been imi- 
tated. The genttine has the words ** POND’S EXe 
TRACT ” blown in the glass, and our picture trade- 
mark on surrounding buf wrapper. None other is gen- 
tine, Always insist on having POND’S EXTRACT. 
Take no other preparation, Jt is never sold in bulk, or 
by measure, 

t#~ Ovr New Pampucet, with History or ovr 
Preparations, Sent FREE on apriicaTion TO 


POND’S EXTRACT CO., 
14 West 14th Street, New York. 


THE ORGUINETTE. 











: “aj 
CABINETTOS, AUTOMATIC MUSICAL CABINETS, 
PIPE ORGANS, REED ORGANS, and PIANOS. 
The most wonderful music-producing instruments 
in the world. Play everything. Any one can play 
them. No musical knowledge required. Call and see 
them, or send for Circular to the 


MECHANICAL ORGUINETTE CO., 
831 Broadway, bet. 12th and 13th Sts., 
NEW YORK. 

LYON & HEALY, 162 State St., Chicago, Ill., 


Wholesale Agents for Michigan, Wisconsin, Minnesota, 
Nebraska, Colorado, and the Pacific Coast. 


THE GREAT SAUCE 
OF THE WORLD. 


A & PERRINS’ 


Imparts the most delicious taste and zest to 
EXTRACT = 
of a LETTER from 
a MEDICAL wa 












SOUPS, 
GRAVIES, 
FISH, 

HOT & COLD 
MEATS, 

am GAME, &ce. 


Signature is on every bottle of GENUINE 
WORCESTERSHIRE SAUCE. 
Sold and used throughout the world. 


JOHN DUNCAN’S SONS, 


AGENTS FOR THE UNITED STATES. 
NEW YORK. 


es ? PARLOR 
—— Andrews FOLDING Bed. 
ae a“ 
Oo a Bedding, oe of sight; It saves att 
yeas styles. SVL up. We guar 
L ar, ~ —e mn. gle 
= e. Made only . BK. 
‘Andrews & Uo. Chicago, Ill. 











Universally prescribed by the Faculty. 


A laxative and refreshing 
Fruit Lozenge 
for Constipation, 
bile, headache, hemorrhoids, 
cerebral congestion, &c. 
| N D | F N Prepared by E. GRILLON, 
Sole rietor, 
Pharmacien de 1'* Classe 
Faculté de Pari: 


de la 8, 
27, rue Rambuteau, Paris. 
G Sold by all Chemists 
; and Druggists. 


75 cents the box. 
MAKE MONEY, ALL OF YOU! 
Caxtonette Press, oo.08. 
Pybatist rees: ft trom '¢25 to 
$56; will do first-class work. Allare 


CURTIS & M on, Ms. 
Se 1847. 









nd Stamp for catalogue. E 





PRIVATE THEATRICALS.—Catalogues 

of ve Pantomimes, Charades, Tableaux, &c. 
Can be had free, by sending your address to 

Post-Office Box 3410, New York. 





EPPS’S COCOA. 
GRATEFUL—COMFORTING, 


“By a thorough knowledge of the natural laws 
which govern the operations of digestion and nutri- 
tion, and by a careful application of the fine properties 
of well-selected cocua, Mr. Epps has provided our 
breakfast-tables with a delicately flavored e 
which may save us many heavy doctors’ bills. It is 
by the judicious use of such articles of diet that a 
constitution may be gradually built up until strong 
enough to resist every tendency to disease. Hundreds 
of subtle maladies are floating around us ready to at- 
tack wherever there is a weak point. We may escape 
i a ~~ Co ge by keeping a well fortified 
with pure and a pro n frame.”— 
Civil Sovwses Gazette. siteinied 

Made simply with boiling water or milk. 

Sold only in soldered tins, 3¢ and Ib., labelled 
JAMES EPPS & CO., Homeopathic Chemists, 
"  Lonpon, Ena. 
__ Also, Eppe’s Chocolate Essence for afternoon use. 
Bdson Flectro-Magnetic Garter 


CURES NEURALGIO PAINS, 
RHEUMATISM, Sciatica, 
Ps 





LEG, 
ANKLE and FOOT, strengtheu- 
ing the Mmbe, adde ‘x, us 
@RACE AND = 


Substantially made of best SiLx, 
Sarin on Corroy Wzpnine. Beau- 
tifulin ran 


¢ colors), ’ 
ien’s, $2 Misses’, $1; Chil- 
dren’s (very soft and ), 7% 








Duane8t..N. ¥. P. 0. Box 4048, 


GOOD BOOKS 
SUMMER READING. 


BEN-HUR. A Tale ofthe Christ. By Lew. Wattaor, 
Author of ‘The Fair God.” 16mo, Cloth, $1 50. 


WASHINGTON SQUARE. A Novel. By Henry 
James, Jr. Illustrated. 16mo, Cloth, $1 25. 


DAISY MILLER: a Study. By Henry James, Jr. 
32mo, Paper, 20 cents; Cloth, 35 cents, 


AN INTERNATIONAL EPISODE. By Henry James, 
Jr. 32mo, Paper, 20 cents; Cloth, 35 cents, 


THE DIARY OF A MAN OF FIFTY AND A 
BUNDLE OF LETTERS. By Henry Jamas, Jr. 
32mo, Paper, 25 cents; Cloth, 40 cents, 


THE STORY OF HELEN TROY. A Novel. By the 
Author of “ Golden-Rod, an Idyl of Mount Desert.” 








16mo, Cloth, $1 00. 


GOLDEN-ROD. An Idy] of Mount Desert. 82mo, 
Paper, 25 cents; Cloth, 40 cents. 


!! By Grorer H. Herworrn, Author of “Star- 
board and Port,” &c. 16mo, Cloth, $1 00. 


STARBOARD AND PORT: the “Nettie” Along 
Shore. A Summer’s Yacht Cruise along the Coasts 
of Maine and Labrador. By Grorese H. Hepworrs. 
Illustrated. 12mo, Cloth, $1 75. 


VILLAGES AND VILLAGE LIFE. Villages and Vil- 
lage Life, with Hints for their Improvement. By 
i Hittyer Eeirstox. Post 8vo, Cloth, 

75. 


CAPE COD AND ALL ALONG SHORE: Stories. 
By Cuarves Norvuorr. 12mo, Cloth, $1 50. 


SUNRISE. A Story of These Times. By WituaM 
Biaox. 12mo, Cloth, $1 25. 


WHITE WINGS. A Yachting Romance. By Wit- 
L1aM Biaok. 12mo, Cloth, $1 25. 


HUNTING ADVENTURES ON LAND AND SEA. 
The Young Nimrods in North America. A Book 
for Boys. By Tuomas W. Knox, Author of ‘‘The 
Boy Travellers in the Far East.” Copiously Illus- 
trated. Svo, Cloth, ¢2 50. 


WHO WAS PAUL GRAYSON? By Joun Hanper- 
ton, Author of ‘‘ Helen’s Babies," &c. Illustrated. 
Square 16mo, Cloth, $1 00. 


HIS LITTLE MOTHER; AND OTHER TALES AND 
SKETCHES. By the Author of “John Halifax, 
Gentleman.” 12mo, Cloth, $1 25. 


OUR VILLAGE. Sketcheés-of Rural Character and 
Scenery. By Mary Russe... Mitrorp. 82mo, Pa- 
per, 25 cents; Cloth, 40 cents, 


GEORGE BAILEY. A Tale of New York Mercantile 
Life. By Oxiver OLpzoy. 16mo, Cloth, $1 00. 


FRIENDS WORTH KNOWING. Glimpses of Amer- 
ican Natural History. By Ernest Inerrsouy. Il- 
lustrated. Square 16mo, Cloth, $1 00. 


A RAGGED REGISTER (of People, Places, and oo 
ions). By Anna E, Dickson. 12mo, Cloth, $1 00. 


THE CANOE AND THE FLYING PROA; or, Chea 
Cruising and Safe Sailing. “By W. L. Aven. Wit 
Illustrations, 82mo, Paper, 25 cents; Cloth, 40 cepts. 


A SUSSEX IDYL. By Crementina Brack. 32mo, 
Paper, 25 cents; Cloth, 40 cents. 


UNDER THE TREES. By Rev. Samui Inenavs 
Priuz, D.D. Crown 8vo, Cloth, $2 00. 


LOTUS EATING. A Snmmer Book. By Grores 
Wittiam Curtis. Illustrated from Designs by Ken- 
sett. 12mo, Cloth, $1 50. 


I GO A-FISHING. By Wituam C. Pauwe. Crown 
8vo, Cloth, $2 50. 


MARY ANERLEY. A Yorkshire Tale. By R. D. 
Biackmore. 16mo, Cloth, $1 00, 


THE HISTORY OF A MOUNTAIN. By Etiséz Re- 
ouvs, Author of “The Earth,” “The Ocean,” &c. 
Translated from the French by Bertha Ness and 
John Lillie. Illustrated. 12mo, Cloth, $1 25. 


THE MORAL PIRATES. By W. L. Acpgn. Illus- 
trated. 16mo, Cloth, $1 00, 


—_—- 


Published by HARPER & BROTHERS, New York. 


2 Harree & Brotuers will send any of the above 


works by mail, postage prepatd, to any part of 
the United States, on receipt of the price. 
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PURE SUGAR. 


a recent invention, starch or corn sugar 
{more ygenerally known as g/ucose), heretofore 
quite extensively used by confectioners, 
brewers, etc., has been made sufficiently dry 
and white so that it can be powdered and 
mixed with yellow sugars. It raises the 
standard of color largely, but not being so 
sweet reduces the saccharine strength, mak- 
ing it necessary to use more of the article to 
attain the usual degree of sweetness. Large 
quantities of this mixture are now being 
made and sold under various brands, but all 
of them, so far as we are aware, bear the 
words ‘‘ New Process ” in addition to other 
brands. 

As refiners of cane sugar, we are, in view 
of these facts, liable to be placed in a false 
position before the public, as the results of 
analysis of sugar bought indiscriminately, 
will seem to confirm the false and malicious 
statements of interested persons, who alleged 
it was the common practice of the leading 
refiners to mix glucose with their sugars. 
While not intimating that a mixture of “4 
cose and cane sugar is injurious to hea 
we do maintain that it defrauds the er 
consumer of just so much sweetening power. 
In order, therefore, that the public can get 
sugar pure and in the condition it leaves 
our refineries, we. now put it up in barrels 
and half barrels. 

Inside each package will be found a guar- 
antee of the purity of the contents as follows : 

We hereby inform the public that our 
refined sugars consist solely of the product of 
vaw sugars refined. Neither Glucose, Mu- 
riate f 4 Tin, Muriatie Acid, nor any other 
foreign substance whatever is, or ever has 
been, mixed with them. Our Sugars and 
Syrups are absolutely dulterated. 

Affidavit to the above effect in New York 
papers of November 18th, 1878. 

Consumers should order from their grocer, 
sugar in our original packages, either half or 
whole barrels, 


Consider well the above 
when purchasing sugar 
for preserving purposes. 

HAVEMEYERS & ELDER, 

DECASTRO & DONNER REFINING CO, 


117 WALL STREET, NEw York. 











LIEBIG COMPANY'S EXTRACT 


OF MEAT. FINEST AND CHEAPEST MEAT 
FLAVORING STOCK FOR SOUPS, MADE 
DISHES, AND SAUCES. 


LIEBIG COMPANY’S EXTRACT 


OF MEAT. An invaluable and palatable tonic 
in all cases of weak digestion and debility. ‘‘Is 
@ success and a boon tor which nations should 
feel grateful.”—See “‘ Medical Press,” ‘‘ Lancet,” 
“British Medical Journal,” &c. 

CAUTION.—Genuine only with the fac-simile of 
pcr Liebig’s Signature in Blue Ink across the 


LIEBIG COMPANY'S EXTRACT 


OF MEAT. To be had of all Storekeepers,Grocers, 
and Chemists. Sole Agents for the United States 
wholesale only), C. DAVID & CO., 43 Mark 

ne, London, ngland. 

Sold wholesale in New York by PARK & TILFORD, 
SMITH &-VANDERBEEK, ACKER, MERRALL, & 
CONDIT, McKESSON & ROBBINS, H. K. & F. B. 
THURBER & Co., W. H. SCHIEFFELIN & CO. 


LYON & HEALY 

162 & 166 State Street Chicago, 
Will send prepaid to any address, their 
BAND CATALOCUE, 
for 1881, 190 













of choice ‘Bene Music 








a 
HARPER'S MAGAZINE, One Year...........- $4 00 
HARPER'S WEEKLY, One Year............... 4 00 
HARPER'S BAZAR, One Year............-+005 4 00 
HARPER'S YOUNG PEOPLE, One Yeur...... 1 50 


HARPER'S FRANKLIN SQUARE LIBRARY: a 
weekly publication, containing works of Travel, 
Biography, History, and Fiction, at prices ranging 
from 10 to 25 cents per number. Fall list of Har- 
per'’s Franklin Square Library will be farnished 
gratuitously on application to Harrer & Brorurss. 


t@ HARPER'S CATALOGUE, comprising the 


titles of between three and four thousand volumes, 
will be sent by mail on receipt of Nine Cents. 


HARPER & BROTHERS, Franklin Square, N.Y. 


IMPORTANT avin 


and College of waicinsent F 
Music ont FREE iN, 














PENNSYLVANIA MILITARY ACADEMY, 


Tees conferred. 





THE SUPPOSED ITALIAN BANDIT ESPOSITO AND HIS LIEUTENANT. 
From a PHOTOGRAPH FURNISHED THROUGH THE COURTESY OF Messrs. MoonEY AND Bo.anp.—[Sze Pace 503.] 

















Chester, Pa., ns opeme Te 14. 


1. T HYATT, President. 


READ THIS! 


Baldness and Dandruff. 


The Electric Flesh Brush is also guaranteed to Cure Rheumatism, 
Nervous Debility, and all pains and aches resulting from impure blood. 
Its effect on the body at all times is very refreshing and invigorating. 

Either the Electric Hair or Flesh Brush can be obtained of all dealers 
at $3 00 each, or will be mailed, postpaid, on receipt of the amount, by - 


THE PALL MALL ELECTRIC ASSOCIATION, 





Most refreshing effects will be experienced during 
g the hot weather particularly, by the use of Dr. Scott’s 
Electric Hair Brush and Electric Flesh Brush. The proprietors guarantee the 
Hair Brush to Cure Headache and Neuralgia in five minutes. 


It prevents 


842 BROADWAY, NEW YORK. 





STATEN ISLAND 
FANCY DYEING ESTABLISHMENT, 


Office, 5 and 7 John St., N. ¥. 
ach | Be a 
e ade a. 
OFFICES § fio“w' taitimors Sta, Baltimore. 


Dye, Clean, and Refinish Dress Goods and Garments, 
ies’ Dresses, Cloaks, Robes, &c., of all fabrics, and 





of aon most elaborat styles, d or dyed success- 
fully without ripping, 
Gentlemen’s Garments, cleaned or dyed whole. 


Curtains, Window - Shades, Table- Covers, Carpets, 
&c., cleaned or dyed. 


Employi the best attainable skill and most im- 
roved appliances, and having systematized anew every 
a artanand of our business, we can confidently promise 


the best results, and unusually prompt return of goods. 
8 received and returned by express or by mail. 


BARRETT, NEPHEWS & CO., 
a. and x John St., N. Y. 





New Edition of WEBSTER, has 
118,000 Words, 3000 Engravings, 
NEW WORDS and Meanings, 


——— Dictionary 


of over 9700 Names. 
Published by G. & C. MERRIAM, Springfield, Mass. 


WHEEL CH 


EXcLUSIVELY.—ALL Styles and Sizes for 
f-peopaleiin by weet hands alg 
uision by use 0 8 0 
pret ym 3 house. ‘Comfort, durablliy, 
and ease of movement unequaled. Pa- 
tat et oa af The Cone 
* pus! about a : 
Chatra." Tilustrated erpare Westie send 
stamp, and mention Harper's W. — 
HERBERT 8. SMITH, 32 Pint Street, N. Y. 


PILLOW Beautifal FERN or BIRD 


place, oa holds Shams smoothly in 
SHAM Samples three) sent by mail 


fore" » Galea. Hl ne 

HOLDER |*4 5 tt, sas 
2 8. “M. Spencer, 

| Agora CLASS 50 Wush’n st. 
Particulars free. Boston, Mass. 














RICHFIELD SPRINGS, N.Y. 


AMERICAN HOTEL, 


Under the personal supervision of its new owner, 
Mr. URIAH WELCH, Proprietor of the St. Nicuoas 
Horst, New York. ae 


SPRING HOUSE, 
F. R. PROOTEY, Owner and Proprietor. 
There are no better kept Summer Hotels in the world. 


Richfield is noted for its Curative 8 fn , pure and 
invigorating air, charming drives and walks, delight- 
ful scenery and the best of society. 





MRS. THOMPSON’S Celebrated 
patent “WAVE.” The unparallel 
ed success of this charming addi 
eee %s tollet, is due to their co 

enlence, comfort, and the d de. 
cided impreved 


pearance 
ven to every wearer. Thee mabe a thin 
ar full—soften the 


igenest get out of 
wig-like look. so observ- 
a od crimps. Does aw 
ng, and the danger of ruining the hair. ries, 
12 (olonde and gray extra),Sent C. O. D. with 
be had only of Mra. C. Thompson, 07 
ustrated Catalogue free. No agents. 


Send $1, $2, $3, or $5 
for a sample retail box 
by express of the best 
Candies in America, put 


up elegantly and | 
pure. Refers to all Chicago. Address C. F. GUNTHER, 
Confectioner, 78 Madison St., Chicago. 


Intelligent Agents can carn 050 to 8100 
Wiser sur Ba 


nt No dip ing for Ink. 
2 Baye w tang Sold fer en’, iet-sinse men 
need a 


Hamilto Iton, é. or vor BOS Broadwap, Now Fore” 














Sees ROOT BEER PACKAGE, 26 CTs. 
come five gallons ofa doy cots and qo 





HIRES or sent oy a on receipt of Pry cts. . Address, onad 
, 48N. a Pa 


v., Ph 


y Eeees aee 
step made. Forged 











ranted. Illustrated circular free. 
ManuvactuRine Co, 


* 





a year to Agents and expenses. outfit 
$999 free. Address F. Swain & Co pr ag 





WEEK. $12a day at home easily made. Costly 
$7) Surat free. Address Trvx & Co.,Augusta,Maine. 

















HARPER & BROTHERS 
LIST OF NEW BOOKS. 


L 
TO-DAY IN AMERICA. Studies for the Old World 
and the New. By Joszpu Harron. 4to, Paper, 
20 cents. IL 


THOMAS CARLYLE. By pape D. Conway. 
Illustrated. 12mo, Cloth, $1 00. 
Mil. 

FARM FESTIVALS. By Witt CARLETON, Author 
of “Farm Ballads,” “ Farm Legends,” and ‘‘Cen- 
tennial Rhymes.” With numerous characteristic 
pom-pom Uniform 

Farm Legends,” 
Gilt Edges, $2 50. 


with ‘‘Farm Ballads" and 
8vo, Illuminated Cloth, $2 00; 


lV. 
a IN DRESS. By Miss Oaxey. 16mo, Cloth, 
Vv. 

THE REVISED VERSION OF THE NEW TES- 

TAMENT. Harper’s American Editions. In ee 

vier ed 4to, Paper, 20 cents. 16mo, Cloth, 

ceuts; Full Leather, Gilt Edges, 90 cents. 
Ve. 

THE CORRESPONDENCE OF PRINCE TAL- 
LEYRAND and King Louis XVIII. during the 
Congress at Vienna, (Hitherto unpublished.) From 
the Mauuscripts preserved in the Archives of the 
Ministry of Foreign Affaire at Paris. With a Pref- 
ace, Observations, and Notes by M. G. PaLiain. 
Paper, 20 cents. "Also, in 12mo, Cloth, 75 cents. 

VI. 

UNBELIEF IN THE 18TH CENTURY as Con- 
trasted with its Earlier and Later History; being the 
Cunningham Lectures for 1880. By Joun Canns, 
D.D., Principal and Professor of Systematic The- 
ology and Apologetics in the United Presbyterian 
College, Edinburgh. 4to, Paper, 20 cents, 12mo, 
Cloth, 60 cents, 

VIII. 


HARPER'S CYCLOPADIA OF BRITISH AND 
AMERICAN POETRY. Edited by Eres Sarcrnr. 
Royal 8vo, Liluminated Cloth, Colored Edges, $4 50. 

XL 

HARPER'S EUROPEAN GUIDE-BOOK FOR 1881. 
Harper’s Hand-Book for Travellers in Europe and 
the East; being a Guide through Great Britain and 
Ireland, France Belgium, Holland, Germany, Italy, 
Egy>t, "Syria, Turkey, Greece, Switzerland, Tyrol, 
Denmark, Norway, Sweden, Russia, and Spain. By 

. Peasroxe Ferrier. With Maps and Plans of 
o ities. Twentieth Year (188i). In Three Volumes. 
nes Leather, Pocket-Book Form, $3 00 per volume. 
Vou. 1.—Great Britain, Ireland, France, Belgium, 
Holland. 
Vou. IL.—Germany, Austria, Italy, Egypt, Syria, 
—— Greece. 
aan —Switzerland, Tyrol, Denmark, Norway, 
aeeiea Russia, Spain. 
x. 

HUNTING ADVENTURES ON LAND AND SEA. 
The Young Nimrods in North America. A Book 
for Boys. By Tuomas W. Knox, Author of ‘The 


4to, 


Boy Travellers in the Far East.” Copiously Llus- 
trated. Svo, Cloth, $2 50. 
IX. 

THE ENGLISH COLONIES IN AMERICA. A 
Short History of the Euglish Colonies in America. 
By Henry Canor Lope. 8vo, Half Leather, $3 00. 

XII. 

THOMAS CARLYLE. The Man and his Books. 

Illustrated by Personal Reminiscences, Table-Talk, 


and Anecdotes of Himself aud his Friends. 


By 
WituaM Howie Wruis. 


4to, Paper, 20 cents, 


THE NEW NOVELS 


PUBLISHED BY 


HARPER & BROTHERS, New York. 





The Beantifal Wretch: a Brighton Story. By Wu- 
11aM Back. With 55 Illustrations. 20 cents. 

The Story of Helen Troy. By the Author of “ Golden- 
Rod, an Idy] of Mount Desert.” 16mo, Cloth, $1 00. 

{2% By Groner H. Herwortn. $1 00. 

Au Ocean Free-Lance. By W. Cuank Russeii. 20 cts. 

A Costly Heritage. By Attoz O'Hanton. 20 cents. 

Visited on the Children. By Turo.Girr. 20 cents. 


At the Seaside, and other | Stories. By Mary Cro, 


Hay. -15 cents. ao 
A Child of Nature. By Rouert Buonanan, 15 cents. 
My First Offer, and other Stories. By Mary Cro. 
ay. 15 cents. 


The Chaplain of the Fleet. By Watter Besant and 
James Riog. 20 cents. _ 
The Miller’s Daughter. 


By Anne Brae. 20 cents. 


Who was Paul Graysou? By Joun Hanuzerron. Il 
lustrated. $1 00. 


Harry Joscelyn. By Mrs. O.ipHant. 20 certs. 








we Haurrr & Buorurns will send any of the above 
works by mail, postage prepaid, to any part of the 
United States, on receipt of the price. 





t#~ Harrer’s Caratogus matled free on receipt of 
Nine Cents in stanpe. 














HARPER & BROTHERS, one teen N.Y. 
10: 7 ol dg Lae ee SS eten Sine 
25e. Great variety 

BROS.. Box 22, Northford, Ct. 

THE MEADVILLE THEOLOGICAL SCHOOL. 

Unitarian. Educates especially for the Liberal 
Christian Ministry. Tuition and room rent free. Al} 
PECK’S Patent Invisible EAR DRUMS, 

A —s eer Send for treatise. 

PECK, 

853 fae Bhan New York. 
Also Prop. Dr. Stinsor’s Catarrh & Asthma Cures. 
$663 a week in your own town. Terms and % outfit 
free. Address H. Hatverr & Co.,Portiand,Maine. 














$5 10 $20 Sarese Seiscos 2 Co, Por Sale 


inter 100 Sampras Fancy Advertising Sarda, 50c. 

dress 
Rev. A. A. LIVERMORE, Pres., Meadville, Penn. 
anese Cards,name on 10c. Card Milis,Northford,Ct, 


jealers 
expenses moderate. 
5) New Styles Perfumed Motto, Moss Rose, Violet, Jap- 
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A FABLE LESSON. 


Tue American Veuiture. “ 
from my own wings.” 


Best Sabstitnts for Mother’s Milk. 
PRICE 25 CENTS. SOLD BY ALL DRUGGISTS 


VICTOR E. MAUGER & PETRIE, N.Y. | 


A PRACTICAL TREATISE on the PROPER NOUR- 
ISHMENT of INFANTS SENT FREE on Application. 


IMPORTANT TO MOTHERS. 


Read the following lvtter from a prominent druggist. | 
Messus. Vicror E. Maveer & Pernir. 

Gents: Iam using Victor Baby Food in my family. 
I have found it to be all that is wanted as a perfect 
food. It agrees with the child better than anything 
else it has taken before. 





Iam selling more of it than my other Foods ‘pat to- 
gether, and recomme nid it as the 
Respectful] 

Lot is G. VOLKM AR, Druggist, 
New York, Oct. 6, 1850. 6 ane id 8 \ hitehall St. 


best. 




















On Complete Set for $10. 


Cannot be equalled in this country, 


Jefferie’s Best IMPORTED SETS, $2 
$25, $30, $35, $40. and &50. OOP 

Our superior Match Tennis Ball, felt covered and 
cemented, per dozen, by mail, $5. All leading clubs 
that have given this ball a trial pronounce it supes 


rior in firmness, and without 
defect of the English ball. 
catalogue. PECK 

24 & 126 Nassau Street, New York. 


JOSEPH GILLOTT'S 
STEEL PENS 


me WORLD, 
O-MEDALPAR!S EXPO SITION 1878. 


the lumpy 
Send stamp tor 











CONGRESS WATER arcroris | 
thartic waters. Avoid all coarse, irritating waters, 


foreign anc domestic. They impair the digestive or- 
gans and kidneys, thereby inducing irreparable results, 





& SNYDER, Manufacturers, | 


It is a double grief to me that I should perish by an arrow feathered 





\ [FR NGRANT SOZODONT. 


Is a composition of the 
purest and choicest in- 
ients of the vegeta- 
ble kingdom. It cleanses, 
beautifies; and preserves, 
the rerrn, hardens and’) 
invigorates the gums, 
and cools and refreshes 
the mouth. IMPURE 
BREATH, caused by 
> neglected teeth, catarrh, 
tobacco, or spirits, ig 
not only neutralized, but 
rendered fragrant by the 
daily use of SOZODONT. 
It is as harmless as water, and has been indorsed 
by the most scientific men "of the day. 


SOLD BY DRUGGISTS. 




















LADIES IN BUYING | 
WINDOW DRAPERY 
BE SURE YOU GET 
HARTSHORN’S 
ROLLERS 




















| INFRINGEMENTS OEALT j WITH, ACCORDING TO LAW 


486 Broadway, New York. 


| MARVIN 
NAFE CO. 


265 Broadway. 
— ! pues CHAMPION 





| 
| 
| 
i 
| 


| 





», by means of 
¢ lever either to 
t 


4 sigs ara) aes apres 


= replaced. Thee om a in aby eae cen- 
many 
Berseis, mobore, 


16. ces 
Patt is, 10 bore, ‘ 19.00. 


OHN P. LOVELL-& SONS C. Gun Dealers, Baston, Mass. 
@e7~ Send stamp for Illustrated de Baton Ss 
Spectacles, 


| ICROSCOPES icc pct aremetra: Ther 


ra Glasses, 


ae = Compasses. R. & J. BECK, 
anufacturing Opticians, Philadelpbia, P; 
' 6@ Send for Illustrated Priced ladeipule, Fs. 











| Sold by all Druggists; or 





_ SULY 28, 1881. 


_ SMOKE MARSHALL'S — 
,PREPARED CUBEB CIGARETTES, 


For Catarrh, Cold in the Head peng 
Hay Fever, Throat Diseases, &c. 


send 25 cents for sample. box by mail, to 


JAMES B. HORNER, 59 Maiden Lane, New York, U.S. A. 





THE ELECTRIC SPONGE. 


ELECTRIC BATHS 


At your own home. Invaluable in all forms of ner- 
vons disease. Cures headache like magic. Rheuma- 
tiem cured by bathing parts affected. All sick and 
a persons obtain marvellous relief on account of 

the wonderful tonic effects of the Electric S 


SYPHER & CO. 


ARE NOW RECEIVING FROM EUROPE ‘ 


Antique Furniture, Clocks, 
Bronzes, China, &c., &c. 





Frail, sickly children are madd strong by a daily bath 
with the Electric Sponge. As a healthful Inxury it 
is —— ualled. Sent to any address on receipt of 
one 


J. J. ASHLEY & CO.’S LABORATORY, 
696 Bedford Avenue, 
Brooklyn, New York. 





HEN ATTACKED by 

CRAMP or COLIC, 

many travelers re- 

sort to a bar-room 

and cheerfully pay 20 cents, 
or 25 cents, for what is termed 
the best Whiskey, or 40 cents 
for what is called Old Cognac, 
which sometimes helps the suf- 
ferer and sometimes doesn’t. 

How much safer is it to pro- 
vide yourselves when starting 
on a journey, with a bottle of 
the Genuine BROWN’S GINGER, 
made in Philadelphia by Fred- 
erick Brown, and being pre- 
pared for such attacks, conquer 
the enemy at once.: 

A bottle of the GENUINE 
Brown’s Ginger costs 50 cents, 
and has at least 25 doses in it, 
which, at an average cost of 
2 cents each, will produce all 
the good effect of a glass of the 
old and purest whiskey, or Cog- 
nac even if you pay 25 or 40 
cents for each drink. It liter- 
ally cheer sustains, and while 
doing this does not inebriate. 

To procure decisive action, in 
the most prompt manner, HOT 
water should be used. 


REMEMBER! 
The Genuine 
Old-Fashioned 
Brown’s Ginger 


Made in Philadelphia, by Fred- 
erick Brown, is protected by a 
Revenue Stamp label, and a 
new additional Trade-Mark in 
Red, White and Black. 











PENCILS, HOLDERS, CASES, &c. 


THE CALLI-GRAPHIC PEN. 


A GOLD PEN and RUBBER HOLDER, containing 
ink for several days’ writing. Can be carried in the 


pocket. Always ready for use. A luxury for persons 
who om to preserve their individuality in writing. 
MABIE, TODD, & BA D, 

180 Broadway, “New York, 
Send for Price-List. 


OUR GOODS are Soup ny FIRST -CLASS DEALERS. 


Do Your Own Printing! 


Se Press for cards, &c. Self-inker, 

$4. Larger sizes for business use, 

onan boys. Type setting easy 

y printed inetroction. Great mae 
n 






raid and money meng 









ps for Catal 


739 & 741 BROADWAY. 





KEEPS THE BLOOD COOL AND THE 
BRAIN CLEAR. 


THE 


Admiration 


OF THE 


WORLD. 
Mrs.S.A.Allen's 


WORLD'S 


Hair Restorer 


IS PERFECTION/ 
For- RESTORING GRAY, WHITE 
or FADED HAIR to its youthful 
COLOR, GLOSS and BEAUTY. It 
renews its life, strength and growth. 
Dandruff quickly removed? A match- 
less Hair Dressing. Its perfume rich 

ard rare. Sold by all Druggists. 
Established over 40 years. 


Enormous and increasing sales 
Throughout Europe and erica. 


TYLO BALSAMUM (irs Alln’s) 





‘ falli Hai mates & 
with a rich, beautiful 
gloss, — a, S t. 





COLUMBIA BICYCLE. 
A permanent, practical road vehicle, 
with which a person can ride three 
miles as easily as he could walk one. 
The exercise promotes health and 
strength. Send 3-cent stamp for 24- 
pas e Catalogue, with Price-Lists and 
fu 













information. 
THE POPE MFG. CO., 
593 W. Bho oo St., Boston, Mass. 


JOHNS 


LIQUID BES’ ESTSS 
Steam Pine & Boiler Coverings, root & m Packing, 
Milt Board, Sheathing, , Fire Proot Coatings, & 


UsWo SOURS AIO DO a WEN LANE, N.Y. 














FISHERMEN! 
TWINES AND NETTING, 
WM. E. HOOPER & SONS, Baltimore, Md. 
8#@™ Send for Price-List, naming your County and State. 





‘The Creat Remedy For THE LIVER, 
THE BOWELS, and the KIDNEYS. 
the Natural cleansersof 


These great organs are 
snok stem. If they work well, health 
. if the; becoms cl 








1@ ORGANS, 515 Stops, 4 Set Reeds, 
pd $65. Address Daniel 
- Beatty, Washington, N. J. 


BEATTY'S S 





an a In powdered form, Delicious, economical, 
convenient. 10 varieties.- Rich and nour- 
SOUPS. ishing. Depot, 75 Warren Street, N. ¥- 





AGENTS WANTED 

For *¢ Southern Palestine and Jerusalem.” 
By Wituiam M. Taomson, D.D., Forty-five Years 
a Missionary in Syria and Palestine. 140 Illus- 
trations from Photographs. 

Apply to or address 








of Presses, 
nfs, K Kelsey & Co., clio, Conn. 


HARPER & BROTHERS, Publishers, N. Y. 








